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Gifts That Will Be Cherished 


Our Religious Articles Department carries a complete line of devotional supplies, ideal as 
gifts for every member of the family. A leaflet listing the various articles in stock will be gladly 
sent to those who request it. The following suggestions are particularly appropriate: 

FOR THE HOME 
Wall Crucifix, 15 inches in length, with beautifully designed corpus. (Mahogany, 
No. 3025; Maple, No. 2025; Walnut, No. 4025) $4.50 
Sick Call Crucifix, complete with candles and other requisites for the sick room. 
(Pearl inlay, No. 921) $3.00 
Sacred Heart Holy Water Font (Oxidized figure on blue glass background, No. 
6738) $1.50 
PARENTS 
Holy Ghost Prayerbook, bound in imitation leather (No. 702) $1.50 
Crystal Rosaries, with sterling silver crucifix and chain (No. 7430) $3.00 
Silver-finish Rosaries, for men (No. 6959) $1.50 
MEN IN THE SERVICE 
Black Coco Rosaries, square beads, with oxidized Corpus and connections (No. 
0260) 
Sterling Silver Miraculous Medal and Chain, large size, (24 inches, No. 4078) 
Saint Christopher Medal and Chain, all sterling silver (No. 7461) 
THE BRIDE 
The Marriage Sacrament, prayerbook, white calfskin binding (No. 781) 
Sterling Silver Rosary, with small beads (No. X-335) 
Marriage Blessing, a plaque, ideal as a gift to the newlywed 
CHILDREN 
The Key of Heaven, prayerbook, de luxe leather binding (No. 850) 
Imitation crystal Rosaries, choice of amethyst or white 
Miraculous Medals, on 18-inch chain (No. D-204) 


Order from Religious Articles Department 


Franciscan Friars of the Atonement Graymoor, Garrison, N. Y. 





OBSERVE THE CHURCH UNITY OCTAVE 


JANUARY 18th to JANUARY 25th 
Approved and Blessed by Apostolic Brief of His Holiness, Pope Benedict XV. 


OCTAVE LITERATURE NOW AVAILABLE 
The Church Unity Octave Booklet. Contains explanation of the Octave development. Each — 5c 


Church Unity Octave Prayerbook. A handy compendium of prayers and hymns suitable for use 
by Priests and laity in the daily devotions during the Octave Each, 10c; by the hundred, $7.50 


Church Unity Addresses. Short radio talks, useful for instruction in class or as a basis for ser- 
mons. Each 10¢ 


Leaflets with Prayers and Intentions of the Octave. 
Printed in English, Italian or French 25c per 100. Postage extra. 


Address: FRANCISCAN FRIARS OF THE ATONEMENT, Graymoor, Garrison, N. Y. 
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For Sion’s sake I will not hold my Peace, and for the sake of Jerusalem I will not rest until the 
Just ONE comes forth as BRIGHTNESS, and her Saviour be lighted as a LamMp.—Isaias vxu, 1. 
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Pone Pleads {or a Christian 
Recanstuuction of the World 





ODAY, at the close of the 
fifth year of war, as it 
turns back to review the 
way of tears and blood covered 
painfully during these gloomy 
five years of its history, mankind 
gasps in horror before the abyss 
of misery into which the spirit 
of violence and the domination 


Editor’s Note: 


sary of the 


Europe. 





We are happy to publish this com- 
plete text, in English translation, of 
the address delivered over the Vatican 
Radio by His Holiness Pope Pius XII 
on September Ist, the fifth anniver- 
outbreak of 


essential plans for the nen 
world, who the thinkers who will 
give it final shape > 

To the sad and fatal errors of 
the past will there, perhaps, suc 
ceed others no less deplorable? 
Will the world oscillate uncer- 
tainly between one extreme and 
the other? Or will the pendulum 


war in 








of force have plunged it. But, 
refusing to be overwhelmed by 
the memory of the past, it is now anxiously seeking 
the causes of this terrible spiritual and material 
catastrophe, fully resolved to take every efficacious 
precaution against the repetition, in other forms, of 
the tremendous tragedy. 

Many well-meaning people, shocked by the accumu- 
lation of such ruin, are arousing themselves as from a 
troubled dream, trying to find even in other camps— 
hitherto mutually divided and estranged—collaborators, 
travelling-companions and companions in arms for the 
great enterprise of reconstructing a world which has 
been shaken to its foundations and torn in its inner- 
most framework. 

There could be nothing more natural, or more timely, 
nothing — given th 


proner 
proper. 


necessary precautions — more 
For all those who pride themselves on the name of 

Christian and profess their faith in C 

conforming exactly to His laws, thi 


st with a life 
jisposition, and 
2 readiness to work together in a spirit of genuine 
brotherly harmony, not only answers to the moral 
obligation to fulfill one’s civic duties; it raises to the 
dignity of a postulate of conscience sustained by love 
of God and of one’s neighbors, stimulated by the warn- 
ing signs of the moment and the intensity of effort 
called for in order to save the nations. 

The hands on the clock of history are now pointing 
to an hour both grave and decisive for all mankind. 

An old world lies in fragments. To see arise as 
quickly as possible from those ruins a new world, 
healthier, juridically better organized, more in harmony 
with the exigencies of human nature: 
ing of its tortured peoples. 

Who are to be the architects, 


such is the long- 


who shall draw the 


come to rest, thanks to the work 
of sage rulers, at directives < 
solutions which do not go counter to God’s law, and 
do not offend the human and, above all, the Christian 
conscience ? 


CuHrisTiAN CivitizATIoN DEPENDS ON ANSWERS 


On the answer to these questions depends the future 
cf Christian civilization in Europe and in the world: of 
that civilization which, far from overshadowing or 
prejudicing all those individual and varied forms of 
civic life in which the peculiar character of each people 
is manifested, rather grafts itself on them and there 
gives life to the highest ethical principles—the moral 
law written by the Creator in the hearts of men (Rom. 
ii:15), the natural law deriving from God, the 
mental rights and inviolable dignity of the human 
person; and, in order to bend men’s wills to the ob- 
servance of these principles that Christian civilization 
infuses into individuals, into the whole people, and into 
international relations, those higher energies which no 
human power is even remotely able to confer; whil 
like the forces of nature, it preserves them from those 
baneful germs which threaten moral order, and so keep 
that order from collapsing. 

Thus it is that Christian civilization, without sup- 
pressing or weakening the healthy elements in the most 
varied nationa) cultures, brings them into harmony on 
essentials by creating in this wise that broad basis of 
union of ideas and moral standards which constitutes 
the most firm foundation of true peace, of social 
justice and fraternal charity between all the members 
of the great human family. 

In one of those evolutions full of contradicti 
with which history is dotted, the last centuries | 
seen on the one side Christian civilization being 5} 
tematically menaced in its very foundations, anc 
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the other the heritage of that civilization being ever 
more diffused among peoples. Europe and the other 
continents are still living, to a varying degree, by the 
vital forces and principles which the heritage of Chris- 
tian thought has infused into them by a kind of spirit- 
ual blood-transfusion. 

Some people come to forget this precious heritage, 
to neglect it, even to repudiate it. But the fact of 
that hereditary succession re- 
mains. A son may indeed 
repudiate his mother, but he 
does not on that account cease 
to belong to her biologically 
and spiritually. So, too, those 
sons who: have gone far away 
and become estranged from 
their Father’s house feel al- 
ways, though at times only 
subconsciously, like a call of 
the blood, the echo of that 
Christian heritage which often 
preserves them, in their deci- 
sions and conduct, from being 
entirely led by the false ideas 
which, voluntarily or involun- 
tarily, they accept. 

Clarity of vision, devotion, 
courage, inventive genius, and 
the sense of brotherly love in 
all upright and honest mea 
will determine the measure 
and extent to which Christian 
thought will Succeed in main- 
taining and supporting the 
gigantic work of restoration 
in social, economic and inter- 
national life through a plan that does not conflict with 
the religious and moral content of Christian civiliza- 
tion. 


Accordingly, to all Our sons and daughters through- 
out the vast world, as also to those who, while not be- 
longing to the Church, feel themselves united with us 
in this hour of perhaps irrevocable decisions, We ad- 
dress an urgent appeal to weigh the extraordinary 
gravity of the moment and to consider that, above and 
beyond all such cooperation with other diverse ideo- 
logical tendencies and social forces as may perhaps be 
suggested by purely contingent motives, fidelity to the 
heritage of Christian civilization and its strenuous 
auefense against atheist and anti-Christian tendencies 
is never the keystone which can be sacrificed for any 
transitory advantage or for any shifting combination. 

This invitation, which we trust will find a sympa- 
thetic welcome from millions of souls throughout the 
earth, looks chiefly to achieve a loyal and effective col- 
laboration in all those fields in which the very idea of 
Christianity demands the creation of a more exact 
juridical order. 





Pope Pius X11. 






% UT OMNES UNUM SINT 259 


This is especially true of that group of formidable 
problems which refer to the setting up of an economic 
and social order more in keeping with the eternal law 
of God and with the dignity of man. 


FerTILE GROUND FOR RaDICAL PROPAGANDA 


In it Christian thought insists, as a substantial ele- 
ment, on the raising of the proletariat; the achieve- 
ment of this in a resolute and 
generous manner appears to 
every true follower of Christ 
not only as a step forward 
along the path of earthly 
progress, but also as the ful- 
fillment of a moral obligation. 

After bitter years of want, 
restrictions and especially of 
anxious uncertainty, men ex- 
pect, at the end of the war, a 
far-reaching and definite bet-- 
terment of these unfortunate 
conditions. 

The promises of statesmen, 
the many plans and proposals 
of experts and_ specialists 
have given rise in the victims 
of an unhealthy economic and 
social order to illusory hopes 
of a complete re-birth of the 
world and to an over-enthusi- 
astic expectation of a millen- 
nium of universal happiness. 

Such a disposition offers 
fertile ground for propaganda 
of the most radical programs, 
disposes men’s minds to a 
very understandable but unreasonable and unjustified 
impatience, which looks for nothing from organic re- 
forms and puts all its hopes in upheavals and violence. 

Confronted with these extreme tendencies, the Chris- 
tian who meditates seriously on the needs and mis- 
fortunes of his time, remains faithful, in his choice of 
remedies, to those standards which experience, right 
reason and Christian social ethics indicate as the 
fundamentals of ali just reforms. 

Our immortal predecessor Leo XIII in his famous 
Encyclical Rerum Novarum already established the 
principle, that for every legitimate economic and social 
order “there must be laid down as the basic foundation 
the right of private property.” 

If it be true that the Church has always recognized 
“the natural right to property and of the hereditary 
ransmission of one’s own goods” it is not less certain 
that this private property is in a special manner the 
natural fruit of labor, the product of an intense activity 
on the part of the man who acquires it through his 
energetic will to ensure and improve by his own forces 
his own living conditions and those of his family, to 
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create for himself and those dear to him in a field in 
which they may rightly enjoy not only economic free- 
dom, but political, cultural and religious freedom as 
well. 

The Christian conscience cannot admit as just a 
social order which either denies in principal or renders 
impossible or negatory in practice, the natural right to 
property whether over consumptive goods or the means 
of production. 


CuHurcH Has ConpEMNED CAPITALISM OF WRONG Sort 


But neither can it accept those systems which recog- 
nize the right to private property according to a com- 
pletely false concept of it and which are therefore 
opposed to a true and healthy social order. 

Accordingly where, for instance, “Capitalism” is 
based on such false concepts and arrogates to itself an 
unlimited right over property, without any subordina- 
tion to the common good, the Church has condemned 
it as contrary to the natural law. 

In fact, We see the ever increasing ranks of the 
workers frequently confronted with this excessive con- 
centration of economic goods which, often hidden 
under anonymous titles, are successfully withdrawn 
from contributing, as they should, to the social order 
and place the worker in a situation where it is virtually 
impossible for him effectively to acquire private prop- 
erty of his own. 

We see the small and medium holdings diminish and 
lose their value in human society, and constrained to 
join in a conflict ever more difficult and without hope 
of success. 

On the one side, We see immense riches dominating 
public and private economic life and often even civil 
life; on the other, the countless number of those who, 
deprived of every direct or indirect security of their 
own livelihood, take no further interest in the true and 
higher values of the spirit, abandon their aspiration 
to genuine freedom, and throw themselves at the feet 
of any political party, slaves to whoever promises them 
in some way bread and security; and experience shows 
of what tyranny, under such circumstances, human 
nature is capable of even in our times. 

In defending, therefore, the principle of private 
property, the Church pursues a high ethico-social pur- 
pose. She does not intend to defend absolutely and 
simply the present state of affairs, as if she saw in it 
the expression of God’s will, nor to defend as a matter 
of principle the rich and the plutocrat against the poor 
and the indigent. 

Far from it! Right from the beginning she has been 
the defender of the oppressed against the tyranny of 
the powerful, and has always sponsored the just claims 
of all classes of workers against every injustice. 

But the Church aims rather at securing that the 
institution of private property be such as it should be 
according to the designs of God’s wisdom and the dis- 
positions of nature; an element of social order, a neces- 
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sary presupposition to human initiative, an incentive 
to work to the advantage of life’s purpose here and 
hereafter, and hence of the liberty and the dignity of 
man, created in the likeness of God, Who, from the 
beginning, assigned him for his benefit domination 
over material things. 

Take away from the worker the hope of acquiring 
some goods as personal property, and what other 
natural incentive can you offer him to make him work 
hard, to save, to live soberly, when not a few men and 
peoples today have lost all and have nothing left but 
their capacity to work. 

Or perhaps men want to perpetuate economic condi- 
tions of wartime by which, in some countries, the 
public authority has control of all means of production 
and provides for everybody and everything, but with 
the lash of a severe discipline? 

Or perhaps they want to lie down before the dic- 
tatorship of a political group which will, as the ruling 
class, dispose of the means of production, and at the 
same time of the daily bread and hence of the will to 
work of individuals ? 

The social and economic policy of the future, the 
controlling power of the State, of local bodies of pro- 
fessional institutions cannot permanently secure their 
end, which is the genuine productivity of social lif 
and the normal returns on national economy, except by 
respecting and safeguarding the vital function of 
private property in its personal and social values. 

When the distribution of property is an obstacle to 
this end—which is not necessarily nor always an out- 
come of the extension of private inheritance—the State 
may, in the public interest, intervene by regulating its 
any other way, by decreeing the expropriation of prop- 
erty, giving a suitable indemnity. 

For the same purpose small and medium holdings 
in agriculture, in the arts and trades, in commerce and 
industry should be guaranteed and promoted; cooper- 
ative unions should ensure for them the advantages o! 
big business; where big business even today shows it- 
self more productive, there should be given the possi- 
bility of tempering the labor contract with a contract 
of co-ownership. 

And it should not be said that technical progress is 
opposed to such a scheme, and in its irresistible 
rent carries all activity toward gigantic business and 
organizations, before which a social system founcec 
on the private property of individuals must inevitably 
collapse. No. Technical progress does not determine 
economic life as a fatal and necessary factor. 


It has indeed too often yielded timidly to the ce- 
mands of rapacious, selfish plans calculated to accumu- 
late capital indefinitely; why should it not then yielé 
also to the necessity of maintaining and ensuring pri- 
vate property for all, that cornerstone of social order’ 
Even technical progress, as a social factor, should not 
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prevail over the general good, but should rather be di- 
rected and subordinated to it. 

No sterile accusations will afford a remedy to such 
evils, but sincere and generous collaboration by all who 
have the power and the authority to serve the interests 
of the State. Is it not, perhaps desirable to have the 
cooperation toward the common good of upright, hon- 
est, experienced people, who are sincere and untar- 


preciate the efforts made by the Italian authorities, 
who are placed by the work of Our apostolic ministry 
in a position to know the sorrows of the poor and the 
oppressed. 

We feel in Our heart, more than anyone, genuine 
gratitude toward all those in Italy and abroad—gov- 
ernments, Bishops, clergy and laymen—who have co- 
operated and still cooperate toward this noble end. If, 


nished by any stain of 
crime or real abuse— 
even if in the past they 
found themselves in an- 
other political camp; 
would not such action, 
moreover, open the way 
to unity of purpose? 

No people discouraged 
beneath the weight of 
physical and moral dis- 
aster can rise of itself. 
by its own forces, from 
its prostration. 

But on the other hand, 
no people, justly proud 
of its own honor, would 
settle down to await its 
resurgence solely from 
the hands of others and 
not at the same time 
from its own efforts, its 
own will and its own 
energies. 

Accordingly, knowing 
as We do the profound 
misery into which large 
sections of Italy have 
fallen, We remind espe- 
cially those who in the 
country itself possess 
large and abundant re- 





Mission Sunday, October 22nd 


In the problem of post war planning the question of 
mission aid is one that brooks no denial. It is a need 
which must be met, not alone in the future, but in the 
immediate present as well. For this reason we wish to 
announce to our readers the importance of Mission Sun- 
day observance held on October 22nd at the request 
of His Holiness, Pope Pius XII, under the auspices of 
the Society for the Propagation of the Faith. 

The men and women in our armed forces have 
viewed at first hand the glorious achievements of our 
missionaries at home and in the foreign field. Now we 
realize, as perhaps never before, the need for spiritual 
as well as monetary aid if our bishops, priests, brothers 
and sisters are to continue their gallant role of “Soldiers 
of Christ”. They must be sustained by our prayers for 
the conversion of souls, the strengthening of the mis- 
sionaries, themselves, and the fostering of vocations for 
this apostolate among the youth of America. Finally 
they must be aided by help which will make it possible 
to rebuild the thousands of stations which have been 
destroyed during these long years of devastating war- 
fare. Therefore on Mission Sunday, October 22nd, we 
ask our faithful people in prayer and alms giving to 
answer this universal call to help the missions of the 
Catholic Church at home, in the Far East and in the 
Near East. 

For further details contact your Diocesan Director 
of the Society for the Propagation of the Faith. 


unfortunately, it has not 
been hitherto possible 
for Us to obtain the use 
of sailing vessels or of 
other boats to transport 
foodstuffs and to send 
back refugees to their 
homes; We are never- 
theless confident that 
We shall soon receive 
other means of relieving 
numerous wants. And 
as for the past, so for 
the future, We shall re- 
main profoundly grate- 
ful to all those who en- 
able us to shorten the 
regrettable disproportion 
between Our own scanty 
resources and the im- 
mense extent of the most 
urgent needs. 

In this support lent 
from one nation to the 
other, We recognize as 
begun already during the 
War, though only within 
the restricted limits that 
the war allows, the re- 
awakening of a sense of 
generosity both humanly 
exalted and politically 


serves of foods, of their 








wise. It is a sense, which 





obligation not to with- 
draw them through greed 
of greater profit, from those who are languishing of 
hunger, mindful of the terrible punishments with which 
the Eternal Judge threatens him who is without pity 
for his suffering brother. 


Most ArpENT DesirE—END OF War 


We appeal moreover to those peoples whose re- 
sources have not been substantially affected by the war 
to give to the population of Italy, within the limits of 
their capacity and without prejudice to what is due to 
other nations in equal want, the help it needs espe- 
cially in the initial stages of its re-birth. 


We readily acknowledge what has been done in this 
direction by the Allied Powers—and We know that it 
is intended to do still more; We likewise willingly ap- 


in the hour of battle and 

in the impassioned as- 
sertion of conflicting interests, may indeed be weak- 
ened, but cannot be entirely extinguished, and which, 
based as it is on human nature itself and on the Chris- 
tian concept of life, must afterwards return to its place 
of full honor as soon as the sword has accomplished 
its hard task. 

There is nothing, certainly, that We desire more ard- 
ently than to see that day swiftly dawn on which the 
clash of arms ceases and there are restored to so great 
a part of mankind, that has been tortured and brought 
almost to the end of its physical and moral forces, 
peace, security and prosperity. 

Countless souls are sighing for that day, as ship- 
wrecked sailors watch for the rise of the Morning Star. 


(Continued on page 263) 








The World Needs Another 





By Liam Brophy, B.Ph. 




















use Dante’s shining simile, rose like a sun over 
Assisi for the light of the darkened world. 
The times are ripe for his coming. The eyes of 
Christian men are everywhere lifted up in expectation 
of his advent. One of the greatest of modern lay 
apologists, Jacques Maritain, has well said: ‘There 
will be men come forward free from every preoccupa- 
tion but Christ. The Saints have foretold their com- 
ing. They will make no exception of persons, nations 
or races. The ancient routine of modern prejudices, 
the peace of mind of the rich, the fate of literature 
and good taste will concern them little. Distinguish- 
ing in all things light from darkness, they will under- 
take to reconcile human antagonisms in justice and to 
give man wholly back to God.” (The Things That 
Are Not Caesar's.) Among such men so preoccupied 
with Christ it seems that one will stand out bolder 
than the others, just as the ancient masters in mosaic 
used to make the great saints tower above all others 
against the gold backgrounds of their heavens. More- 
over, as God sends His saints adapted to the ages in 
which they are cast the better to sanctify them, and 
as our age closely resembles the thirteenth century 
into which Francesco Bernardone was born, the great 
expected saint, if he should come, will seem to many 
to be a reincarnation of the Poor Man of Assisi. 
Peace is what the world most conspicuously lacks 
today. Peace, not only between the nations, but that 
deeper peace of every man with God and his own 
spirit. By peace we mean something more than the 
cessation of the trial by naked force, but a discon- 
tinuance of what has come to be called the white war, 
that continuous conflict of national, economic and social! 
interests which dominated the period between the two 
World Wars. The new St. Francis will begin his mis- 
sion as a peace-maker as did the soldier son of Pietro 
Bernadone in the Perugian wars. Europe at that time 
was torn by the dissensions which attended the break- 
ing up of the old feudal order, while Italy in particular 
was distracted by struggles between the Guelphs and 
Ghibellines. That warlike spirit has been symbolized 
in the wolf of Gubbio which the Poverello is said to 
have tamed. We are only too keenly aware that this 
wolf prowls the world today untamed creating havoc 
over the whole earth. When the second Francis will 
come it will be made to lie with the lamb at his feet. 
He too will teach his disciples to salute everyone with 
the words Pax tibi—peace to you, signifying that inner 
peace which modern man so pathetically lacks, so that, 


} HE world needs another saint like him who, to 


Sain A nancis 
to use Hesse’s simile, he is like a Steppen-wolf—a 
hungry prairie-wolf roving the arid wastes of Western 
civilization, crying out with the hunger of one who is 
famished for the Infinite, who craves bread, spiritual 


bread, and is offered the stones of scientific progress, 
economic security and the rest. 


There was a growing sense of economic power in 
Francis’ own day, and he reacted very strongly against 
it in the person of his father, who was a cloth merchant. 
It was at that time that the economic man began dimly 
to emerge, whose decline and fall we are witnessing 
in our time (vide Peter Drucker’s The End of Eco- 
nomic Man.) That “humorless, passionless unit in the 
vast financial system” finds himself at last deprived 
of all dreams of nobility, bereft of all spiritual initia- 
tive by Behaviorist sociology and the psychology o:! 
the unconscious. The preaching of St. Francis of 
Assisi on poverty did much to delay the evolution ot 
the homo economicus, for he saw clearer than anyone 
cise that men were coming to the cynical attitude of 
knowing the price of everything and the value of 
nothing. The new Saint Francis will scarcely need 
to remind the world in the words of an American 
statesman that “it is being crucified on a cross of gold.” 
He will bring hope to humanity by the dynamic force 
of his sincerity when he preaches Evangelical poverty. 
And he will make that poverty as attractive by some 
turn of genius as the Poverello made his Donna 
Poverta—his ‘“‘Lady Poverty”—in an age which coulc 
appreciate such a turn of chivalry. 


There were strange heresies abroad in St. Francis 
time, and some of them have reappeared with familia: 
faces—anti-clerical heresies, heresies that revolted 
of the pagan Renaissance. There were even Com- 
munists in the forms of the Cathari and Waldenses. 
The saint that is to come will likewise have to combat 
the forces of Nationalism, Bolshevism, Neo-Paganis 
and the progressive Liberal outlook called “Dawnism. 
He will raise the prestige of the Church as 
Poverello did, who was “the living Pillar of 
Lateran.” He will prove that in a universal ret 
to the Faith lies the only hope of our civilizat 
whose foundations are in that Faith. He will, 
Providence deign to send him, put an end to tha 
process of secularism which has robbed the Churc! 
her spiritual dominion over the minds of men. That 
secularism has reached the end of a long process 0 
spiritual dryness as we can see from the art anc 
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iterature of our day with its cults of nudities, its psy- 
nological novels, factory-inspired music, rhymeless 
i reasonless verse. Though the longed-for saint will 
ncern himself little with the fate of literature and 
good taste, because he will seek first the Kingdom of 
Iteaven and its glory, many things will follow, even 
in the purely temporal order. The mummified body 
{ the whole of modern culture will feel the breath of 
the spirit breathed into it again. It will be recalled 
that under the indirect inspiration of St. Francis of 
Assisi, art, which had frozen into the forbidding for- 
malities of Byzantinism, awoke to a natural loveliness, 
beginning with Cimabue and Giotto. 
The years which will follow the present war will 


be marked by a terrible prevalence of disillusionment 


and pessimism. Giant Despair walked the world after 


the last world war, and he was aided by the Depres- 
sion of 1929, the apparent failure of Democracy, Un- 


employment and many other evils. The world will be 


in dire need of a message of spiritual joy such as the 


Assisian gave to his age: he was the happiest man 
that ever lived. We cannot tell how long the advent 
of that saint for which the world longs will be delayed. 


We have no guarantee that he will come at all. But 
if a merciful Providence sends him as a light into the 
darkness of the post-war years, we can surmise what 


manner of man he will be, knowing the depths of the 


world’s needs. 





Pome Pleads for a Christian Reconstruction of the World 


(Continued from page 261) 


Many, however, note even now that the transition from 
the violent tempest to the great tranquility of peace 
may yet be painful and bitter. 

They understand that the stages on the journey from 
the cessation of hostilities to the establishment of nor- 
mal conditions of life may reveal graver difficulties 
than the people think. It is, accordingly, all the more 
essential that a strong spirit of solidarity arise be- 
tween the nations so as to render more speedy and 
more lasting the restoration of the world to health. 


INTERNATIONAL ORGANIZATION For Peace NEEDED 


Already, in Our Christmas Message of 1939, We ex- 
pressed a desire for the creation of international or- 
ganizations which, while avoiding the lacunae and de- 
fects of the past, should be really capable of preserv- 
ing peace according to the principles of justice and 
equity, against all possible threat in the future. 

Since today, in the light of such terrible experience, 
the desire to secure a new world-wide peace institu- 
tion of this kind is ever more occupying the attention 
and the care of statesmen and peoples, We gladly ex- 
press Our pleasure and form the hope that its actual 
achievement may really correspond in the largest pos- 
sible measure to the nobility of its end, which is the 
maintenance of tranquility and security in the world 
for the benefit of all. 

But nobody, perhaps, looks forward as anxiously to 
the end of the conflict and the re-birth of mutual con- 
cord as the millions of prisoners and civilian internees 
compelled by the war to eat the hard bread of cap- 
tivity and forced labor in a foreign land. Their sor- 
row for the protracted absence from mothers, wives 
and children, for the long separation from all the peo- 
ple and things they love, consumes and wears them 
down, and arouses in them a poignant sense of iso- 


lation and abandonment such as only those can meas- 
ure who can penetrate the deep agony of their hearts. 

And since this war, together with its consequences 
whether necessary or arbitrary, has led to the most 
gigantic and tragic migration of peoples known to 
history, it will be an achievement of high altruism, of 
clear-sighted justice and of wise organization, if these 
unfortunates are not kept waiting beyond the strictly 
necessary time for their liberation, already too long 
delayed. 

Such a resolution, which naturally would not pre- 
clude some necessary judicial precautions that perhaps 
are indispensable, would be for these numerous vic- 
tims a first day of sun coming into their very dark 
night, the symbolic foretaste of a new era in which 
with the growing reconciliation of men, all peace- 
loving nations, whether great or small, powerful or 
weak, victors or vanquished, will share not only in the 
rights and duties but also in the benefits of true civ- 
ilization. 

The sword can, and sometimes, alas, must open the 
way to peace. 

The shadow of the sword may be cast also over the 
transition from the cessation of hostilities to the formal 
conclusion of peace. 

The shadow of the sword may appear inevitable 
even after the conclusion of peace, in order to safe- 
guard within legally necessary and morally justified 
limits the observance of just obligations and prevent 
attempts at new conflicts. 

But the soul of peace worthy of the name, its vivi- 
fying spirit can be one only: a justice which, with im- 
partial measure, gives to each what is owing to him and 
exacts from each what he owes; a justice which does 
not give all things to all, but to all gives love and does 
nobody wrong; a justice which is the child of truth 
and the mother of healthy freedom and sure greatness. 
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N important venture which promises great bene- 
A fits to the men and women of our armed 

services who are prisoners of the enemy, as 
well as to our civilians who may be interned in enemy 
countries, has been inaugurated through the agency 
of the War Relief Services of the National Catholic 
Welfare Conference at Washington, D. C. 

Ten thousand sets of correspondence courses carry- 
ing three full-year college credits have already been 
sent to American war prisoners and civilian internees, 
throughout Nazi-occupied Europe. Arranged between 
War Relief Service—N. C. W. C. and the Rev. Michael 
J. O’Connell, C. M., President of De Paul University, 
these courses include textbooks and supplementary 
reference material covering 265 subjects, including 
foreign languages, higher mathematics, economics and 
philosophy, and all necessary supplies. 

The courses will be available to prisoners only on 
request through International Red Cross channels via 
Geneva, Switzerland and the Swiss Catholic Mission, 
presided over by the Most Rev. Marius Besson, 
Bishop of Lausanne, Geneva and Fribourg. 

Examinations will be monitored by International 
Red Cross delegates sent to the University of Fribourg, 
Switzerland, for grading. 

After the war all records and papers will be trans- 
ferred to De Paul University and students who have 
attained passing grades will receive full credit without 
payment of fees. 

Advanced courses and a still wider variety of sub- 
jects will be made available to war prisoners as 
requests reach the offices of War Relief Services, 
National Catholic Welfare Conference at Washington. 

* a * Oo 

Apropos of the above, it is noteworthy that the 
Knights of Columbus, at their annual convention in 
Toronto a few weeks ago decided to establish an 
Educational Trust Fund and for this purpose will en- 
deavor to raise $1,000,000 to furnish a college educa- 
tion for the orphaned sons and daughters of K. of C. 
members who die in this war, or who are totally dis- 
abled as a result of military service. 

Those selected for this excellent educational opportu- 
nity will be sent to Catholic colleges, where they will 
pursue a course that will ground them in the basic 
principles upon which this country has been founded 
and obtain a well-rounded education fitting them to 
take their place in the post-war world. 


* * * * 


Edified by the exemplary conduct and religious 
fervor of the American soldiers in the neighborhood 
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of Blandford, England, the Rev. Kenneth B. Meiklen, 
pastor of the parish, speaking of their church attend- 
ance says: 

“It was an inspiration not only to the Catholics but 
to all the people of Blandford. They kept the church 
so well filled that even the sanctuary was occupied to 
overflowing. Such scenes have not been witnessed in 
these parts since the Reformation.” 


* * * * 


The Rev. Frederick G. Hochwalt, assistant super- 
intendent of Schools in the Archdiocese of Cincinnati, 
has been appointed director of the Department of 
Education of the National Catholic Welfare Confer- 
ence to succeed the late Rt. Rev. Msgr. George Johnson. 

Father Hochwalt studied for his master’s and doc- 
tor’s degree at the Catholic University of America, 
where he majored in educational administration under 
Monsignor Johnson. 


* * * * 


A precious and extremely valuable collection of 
Catholic Americana as well as autographed letters of 
Catholic churchmen and Saints, has been presented 
to Georgetown University by Miss Mary A. Benjamin 
of New York City. The gift is made to the University 
in honor of Father Francis X. Taibot, S.J., long a 
friend of the Benjamin family. 

The collection includes a manuscript sheet auto- 
graphed by St. Ignatius Loyola, founder of the Jesuits, 
dated May 22, 1551. The manuscript also has a relic 
attached, a small piece of the bone of the saint. An 
autographed signed letter of St. Paul of the Cross, 
founder of the Passionist Order, addressed to a num- 
ber of brothers is also included. 

Another precious relic is a letter signed by Saint 
Charles Borromeo to Madame of Austria, Regent ot 

landers, dated Rome, May 1, 1561, advising her that 
on suggestion of the Holy Father and at her request 
ne is referring to her a German Catholic theologian, 
Dr. Lindano, who by his exemplary character might 
aid her in counsel. 

There is also a note in the handwriting and with the 
signatures of Charles Carroll of Carrollton, Catholic 
signer of the Declaration of Independence, agreeing 
to set aside 200 acres of his woodland estate for the 
building of a Catholic Church. 


* * oe * 

Helping to build a new convent by means of a cook- 
book is the unique undertaking now under way in 
Boston with the approbation of Most Rev. Richard 
J. Cushing, Administrator of the Archdiocese. The 
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undred-page book, containing 200 recipes worked out 
and tested by girls in the cooking class at the House 
the Good Shepherd, and bearing a foreword by 
Bishop Cushing, is meeting with a ready sale and 
swelling the funds to provide a new convent for the 
Sister Magdalens. 


* * * * 


The Veterans of Foreign Wars, who held their forty- 
fifth national encampment in Chicago recently, appro- 
priated $10,000 to assist the American Catholic Club 
for Allied forces in Rome, an affiliate of the National 
Catholic Community Service. 


* * * * 


From time to time we have noted in our pages the 
work being done by local organizations in various parts 
of the country to outlaw the purveying of filthy litera- 
ture which has been responsible for such great harm 
to the morals of our young people. Many of the cam- 
paigns directed against the obscene and indecent pub- 
lications have had a measure of success, but much still 
needs to be done, and it is to be hoped that the resolu- 
tion recently adopted by the Catholic War Veterans 
will register much more than a responsive echo in the 
minds of those who in one way or another are in- 
strumental in circulating the filth. 

Taking note that numerous works of fiction pub- 
lished today give free play to obscenity, profanity, 
blasphemy, derision, etc., and that such books are fos- 
tering upon the younger generation unhealthy ideas of 
religion, morality and marriage, the National Board of 
Officers of the Catholic War Veterans urges pub- 
lishers of books and newspapers in America to adopt 
a code of ethics with respect to religion and morality 
similar to that adopted by the National Broadcasting 
Company. 

The code adopted by the NBC requires in part that: 

(1) The use of the Deity’s name, or reference to 
His powers and attributes, be permitted only when 
used reverently; 

(2) Statements and suggestions which ridicule or 
deride religious views, creeds and customs be pro- 
hibited; 

(3) Baptism, marriage, burial and other ceremon- 
ials be treated with good taste and accuracy whenever 
referred to; and 

(4) That ministers in their calling not be presented 
as undesirable characters or made the subject of 
amusement or ridicule. 


* * * * 


The braying of anti-Catholic bigots continues to be 
heard here and there over the land, and there has even 
been an echo across the Pacific in Australia. In To- 
ronto, Canada, a Baptist minister has been urging the 
formation of an all-Protestant political party with the 
sole purpose of campaigning against all things Catho- 
lic. Down South, in Georgia, a brother Baptist of the 
same ilk as his confrere in Toronto, has been sniping 


at the Church with gusto, finding his chief delight in 
denouncing what he calls the “bootlicking attitude of 
the Government of the United States toward the Vati- 
can.” In Australia, a wave of disgust and resentment 
has been aroused among the men of the United States 
armed services, Catholic, Protestant and Jewish, by the 
circulation in that country by bigots, of the bogus 
Knights of Columbus oath—a calumny which was so 
thoroughly exposed years ago. As an editorial in the 
Globe and Mail of Toronto so truly points out, “the 
most disruptive forces at work in this nation are those 
groups which play upon racial and religious animosi- 
ties, setting one against another.” 


* * * * 


A program of civic and religious exercises have been 
held throughout Ireland in commemoration of the first 
centennial anniversary of the death of Ven. Brother 
Edmund Ignatius Rice, founder of the Christian Broth- 
ers of Ireland, a teaching Order which has multiplied 
and expanded, so that today it has prosperous schools 
throughout Ireland and in England, America, India and 
Africa. 

Edmund Ignatius Rice was born in 1762 in Callan, 
Kilkenny. He went into business in Waterford and, 
at the age of forty, was one of the most prosperous 
citizens of that city. Then, observing the general need 
of Christian education among the youth of Ireland, he 
took the great decision of devoting not only all his 
wealth but all his time and energies to this work, and 
accordingly, he wound up his business and used his 
wealth, together with such other sufport as he was 
able to find, for the establishment of schools of popu- 
lar Christian education in Ireland. His first school 
was opened in 1802 in Waterford. 


x * * * 


The proposal to establish some form of peace-time 
military conscription in the United States is the sub- 
ject of widespread discussion and conflicting opinions. 
Two congressional bills are pending, each calling for a 
year of compulsory military training, but apparently 
there is no desire on the part of Congress to bring def- 
inite action on either before the Presidential election 
next month. 

Speaking at the sessions of the Catholic Central 
Verein at St. Paul recently, Bishop Muench of Fargo, 
N. Dakota, pointed out the dangers of a ‘militaristic 
nationalism” dominating the country following the war 
and declared such a condition would ruin the “hopes 
and prayers of people everywhere for a good peace.” 

All the Popes from Leo XIII on have made it clear 
that true peace can be accomplished only by disarma- 
ment. During the last war Cardinal Gasparri declared 
that Pope Benedict XV hoped for: “A pact among civ- 
ilized nations, including non-belligerents, requiring the 
simultaneous and reciprocal suppression of compulsory 
military service.” The present Pope in his first Christ- 
mas message in 1939 emphasized that one of five 
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requisites for peace is liberation by mutual agreement 
from “the heavy slavery of armaments.” In other 
messages the Holy Father has repeatedly insisted that 
“within the limits of a new order founded on moral 
principles . . . there is no place for a mad rush for 
armaments.” 

The National Commission on Christian Higher Edu- 
cation of the Association of American Colleges, repre- 
senting 426 colleges and universities, at a meeting in 
Cincinnati last month, urged Congress not to take 
further action on Compulsory Military Training until 
after the war, basing its request on the following 
reasons: 

(1) Because the present Selective Service Act is ef- 
fective for six months after the duration of the war. 

(2) The millions of men and women in active ser- 
vice have a right to a voice on such an important 
change in national policy. 

(3) Only after the war is over and the nature of the 
peace is more clearly indicated will it be possible to 
establish wise policies looking toward national defense 
and the preservation of the peace. 


aa * * * 


Apropos of the address of His Holiness Pope Pius 
XII, set forth in full in this issue of THe Lamp, David 
Lawrence, noted Washington columnist writes in part: 

“There is in this world a powerful voice that has 
just spoken. It is not the voice of a president or a 
prime minister or a dictator. It can speak fortunately 
without thought of political tenure or campaigns, with- 
out regard to parliamentary majorities or party leader- 
ship. And it can discuss objectively and disinterest- 
edly—without being reactionary or radical—the basic 
issues of national and international economics, and the 
fundamental principles of a world organization to pre- 
serve peace by the sword, if necessary. 

“The voice is that of Pope Pius XII whose address 
during the last weekend on the occasion of the fifth 
anniversary of World War II deserves the closest read- 
ing and the widest possible publicity. . . . For it is a 
message not just to Catholics but to non-Catholics as 
well. It is the expression of a philosophy to which the 
non-Christian as well as the Christian peoples of the 
world can subscribe. It goes to the roots of the whole 
problem of peace within the borders of a nation and 
peace outside.” 


* * * x 


The growth and importance of Catholic missionary 
endeavor among the Colored people of the Southland 
necessitates frequent conferences among the clergy 
engaged in this apostolic work to study and appraise 
the most effective means of providing for the spiritual 
and material well-being of our Colored citizens. One 
of the most important and fruitful of these meetings 
of the clergy was held at the Redemptorist Monastery, 
Newton Grove, North Carolina, at the end of August. 
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His Excellency, Bishop Eugene J. McGuinness, an 
ardent friend and a tireless worker in all that concerns 
the welfare of the Colored people, was present at the 
sessions which were attended by twenty-seven priests 
engaged in missionary work in the Diocese of Raleigh, 
among them being Dominicans, Jesuits, Vincentians, 
Passionists, Mercy Fathers, St. Edmund’s Fathers, 
Redemptorists, and our own Friar Priests of the 
Atonement, Father David and Father Thomas from 
Kinston, Father Bernardine from High Point, both 
missions in North Carolina, and our Very Rev. Father 
General from Graymoor. 

Among the topics discussed at the five sessions of 
the meeting were: How to Establish a Colored Mis- 
sion; The Instruction of Converts; Social Activities 
Among the Colored; Difficulties in Colored Work, and 
Qualifications Needed in a Priest Engaged in Colored 
Work. 

The Rev. John F. Renehan, C.SS.R., pastor of New- 
ton Grove, acted as chairman. 


x * * ok 


While the conflict in Europe seems to be approach- 


ing its end, there is rising on the horizon a dark spectre 
oi further trouble and evils to come from the direction 
ef Russia. It is no secret that the Soviets aim to 
dominate all of the Nations in Eastern Europe — 
Poland, Finland, Rumania, Bulgaria, Czechoslovakia 
and others, accomplishing this by first setting up what 
it calls “friendly democratic governments,” and then 
by gradual promotion of Communist regimes. 

In a recent Radio broadcast, the well-known and able 
commentator, Upton Close, voiced the thought held by 
a great many Americans that the statesmen of Britain 
and the United States “have fed the Russian giant to 
a strength so great that they must now let him have 
his own way.” Just what will be the final stand of our 
own government on the question of Russia’s aggression 
and domination in Europe remains to be seen. 

The Hierarchy of Scotland in a joint statement de- 
clared: “The recent ominous development in the 
setting up by the Soviet government of the so-called 
National Council of Liberation to take over, without 
valid authority or legal mandate, the governmental 
administration of Poland, cannot but cause grave 
anxiety and distress in the minds and hearts of all who 
have followed with sympathy and agony the suffering 
of the people of that country since the day of invasion 
in September, 1939. 

“The arbitrary establishment of a Communist sys 
tem of government,” the Scottish Bishops declared, 
“not only is alien to the traditions, religion, and moral- 
ity of the people of Poland but also in its cynical 
defiance of international law and the rights of nations 
and would, if it were to succeed, undermine the very 
foundations of our Christian civilization. 

“Such action might prove to be the death blow to 
the hopes of the tortured countries of Europe.” 
























N the Feast of the Assump- 
tion the employees of the 
Graymoor Press in Peek- 
kill took part in a special Pilgrim- 
ige to Graymoor. A special Mass 
was sung for them in the Chapel 
of St. Christopher’s Inn by Father 
Angelus, S. A., Vicar of the Friary. 
He was assisted at the altar by 
Father Andrew, S. A., and by Father 
Dunstan, S. A., who also preached 
a sermon on the meaning of Our 
Lady’s Assumption. Luncheon for 
the pilgrims was provided at the 
Pavilion, with the Very Reverend 
Father General acting as host. In 
spite of the unusually hot weather, 
many of the guests visited the 
various shrines and chapels on the 
Mount of the Atonement during 
their stay. Benediction of the 
Blessed Sacrament brought their 
visit to a devout and solemn close. 


* * * * 


August 15th is also the tradi- 
tional date of the ceremony of the 
3lessing of Waters at Indian Lake. 
About a dozen Cleric Friars from 

Major Seminary, temporarily 
issigned to the Friars Retreat at 
Lake after the conclusion of 
their summer courses, participated 
the colorful rites. The Very 
Reverend Father Guardian offici- 
ited, assisted by Father Brendan, 
5. A., and Father Adrian, S. A. An 
inusual feature of the service con- 
isted in the procession of boats 
‘rom the two Summer Camps main- 
tained by the Sisters at the Lake 
girls and for small _ boys. 
Hymns to Our Lady were sung as 
craft rowed quietly along the 
urface of the Lake from end to 

i. Special prayers were offered 

thanksgiving to God for His 
lessings and protection of the 
impers during the Summer. 


+ * * * 


On August 18th the Little Flower 
Oratory once more provided the 


Society of Atonement Aunals 
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Students have a brief respite from 


classes at St. John’s Seminary. 


background for the beautiful cere- 
monies of Final Profession. Brother 
Eymard Lally, S. A., who has 
served faithfully as a Lay Friar 
during the three year period of his 
temporary profession, was admitted 
to the profession of Perpetual Vows 
by the Very Reverend Father Gen- 
eral, at the conclusion of the 
Solemn Mass of the day. The 
chants of the Holy Sacrifice and of 
the Office of Profession that fol- 
lowed it were rendered by the 
Brothers’ Choir, under the skillful 
direction of Brother Donatus, S.A. 

In a paternal exhortation, given 
after Brother Eymard had peti- 
tioned to be received as a life mem- 
ber of the Society of the Atonement 
in accordance with the prescriptions 
of the Franciscan Ritual, the Father 


General expressed his gratification 
at the Brother’s application to duty 
and observance of the Rule of Life 
of the Congregation. He went on 
to point out that the life of a Lay 
Brother is essentially a hidden one, 
requiring great sacrifice as well as 
the highest of spiritual motivation. 
The tasks of a Brother are neces- 
sarily of a humble nature, and lack 
those qualities of glamour and 
independence that the world so 
foolishly counts as important. But 
in the very measure in which those 
tasks are free from mundane mo- 
tives, they will be rewarded by a 
generous Father Who sees the in- 
nermost secrets of men’s hearts. 
The Father General concluded his 
discourse by laying great stress on 
the consolations that will come, 
even here on earth, to one who 
freely sacrifices his life to the 
service of God. 

In receiving the life vows of 
Brother Eymard, the Father Gen- 
eral was assisted by Father An- 
gelus, S. A., and Father Dunstan, 
S. A. The services were concluded 
with the solemn chanting of the 
Te Deum, the hymn of Thanksgiv- 
ing to God for His graces and 
inspirations. 

Brother Eymard’s mother and 
other relatives were among the con- 
gregation who assembled for the 
special services. At the conclusion, 
congratulations and fraternal prom- 
ises of prayer were made by the 
Fathers and Brothers to one who 
now shares most intimately in the 
life of the Community. 

The reward of a Lay Brother for 
the sacrifices he makes in giving up 
all things to the service of God can 
be measured only in spiritual terms. 
Only the recording Angel keeps an 
account of the wearisome hours 
spent in toil for the welfare of a 
religious community and the souls 
dependent upon it. Long hours of 
labor in the fields, in shops, or in 
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Father Apollinaris, S. A., Chaplain in the Armed Forces, has a devout congregation at a military camp. 


kitchen and pantry take on a value 
that only eternity can reckon, when 
done for the love and service of 
God. An abundance of spiritual 
helps, provided by the Master of 
Brothers and the Fathers assigned 
to their direction, make the life of 
a Brother a truly happy one. In 
addition, fitting periods for recrea- 
tion and self-improvement are 
wisely provided for in the Religious 
Rule. 

Heroic souls who feel they have 
a religious vocation and are willing 
to serve God humbly as Brothers, 
are asked to communicate with the 
Very Rev. Father General at Gray- 
moor. Such mail should be marked 
Personal to facilitate its handling. 


* 1 * * 


The annual Community Retreat 
for Fathers and Brothers at Gray- 
moor was given this year by Father 
Bonaventure, S. A. The confer- 
ences were held in the Oratory of 
the Little Flower, so that all might 
be accommodated. In recent years, 
our family of Friars has made the 
Chapel of St. Francis inadequate 
for services of a general nature, as 
it was constructed when the Con- 
gregation was just beginning its life 
in the Catholic Church. Fathers 
and Cleric Friars attend Conventual 
Mass and the Divine Office still in 
this Chapel, while the Lay Friars 
use St. Joseph’s Chapel in their 
own building. Each evening during 


the Retreat Benediction of the 
Most Blessed Sacrament was given, 
and on the final evening the special 
Papal Blessing for retreatants was 
imparted by Father Bonaventure. 


a oe a 


Among those who made this 
Retreat were three of our sub- 
deacons, Friars Paulinus, Bartholo- 
mew and Regis. For them the 
Spiritual Exercises were of a par- 
ticularly solemn nature, as they were 
preparing for the reception of the 
diaconate, the final step in the 
series of Holy Orders leading to the 
Priesthood. This sacred Order was 
conferred upon the three aspirants 
in the Chapel of St. Mary’s Semi- 
nary, Roland Park, Baltimore, 
Maryland, by His Excellency, 
Bishop McNamara of the Baltimore 
and Washington Archdiocese, on 
the morning of September 9. As 
only a few months intervene before 
our deacons are advanced to the 
priesthood, all Graymoor associates 
are asked to pray that they may ap- 
proach this crowning rank in hier- 
archal orders with motives most 
pleasing to God, so that their 
priestly life may ever be blessed 
with the fullness of Divine Grace. 


* * oe * 


Another of our subdeacons, Frater 
Daniel, S. A., represented our Semi- 
narians at the Convention of the 
National Catholic Evidence Guild 


in Chicago during the week of 
September llth. At a_ special 
demonstration of street preaching, 
for which the Evidence Guild has 
achieved worthy distinction, Frater 
Daniel spoke on “Our Blessed 
Mother.” His Excellency, Arch- 
bishop Stritch of Chicago was 
present at this meeting and con- 
gratulated the speakers on their 
skillful handling of topics that both 
interest and amaze our non-Catholic 
brethren. 

During the Summer months, our 
major seminarians gave generously 
of their time and effort to the out- 
door apostolate in Washington. Be- 
sides manifesting the truths of the 
Catholic faith to interested lis- 
teners, they have grown expe- 
rienced in the art of eloquence, 
which will be of immense help in 
their future work as Friar-Priests 
of the Atonement. 


* * * * 


The day of final profession for 
no less than thirteen of our Sisters 
? 


dawned brightly on September 2. 


The lengthy but beautiful cere- 
monies were conducted by the 
Father General, assisted by Father 
Dunstan, S. A., and Frater Paulinus, 
S. A. Before the Solemn Mass the 
Sisters, all of whom had spent 
several years as religious in tempo- 
rary vows, approached the Altar to 
present their petition for Perpetual 
Vows. The Father General’s ac- 
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ceptance of their request was aug- 
mented by a discourse on the 
humility and simplicity of the reli- 
gious life, which he portrayed as a 
happy one only for those disposed 
to give freely of themselves, reserv- 
ing nothing for selfish motives. At 
the actual ceremonies of profession, 
the Sisters were given a ring as a 
token of their union with Christ, 
which is to last until death and 
then continue for all eternity. The 
Mother General, assisted by the 
Sister Vicaress, presented to each 
a crown of thorns, symbolic of the 
sacrifice and suffering they must 
endure to be worthy of the love of 
their Heavenly Spouse. The cere- 
monies were concluded by the 
solemn chanting of the Te Deum, 
in gratitude to God for His gener- 
ous outpouring of graces. 

The Sisters who made their Final 
Profession were: Sister Rosaria, 
S. A., Sister Dominic, S. A., Sister 
Dorothea, S. A., Sister Caritas, 
S. A., Sister Ethelreda, S. A., Sister 
Incarnata, S. A., Sister Stanislaus, 
S. A., Sister Leo, S. A., Sister Jar- 
lath, S. A., Sister Colman, S. A., 
Sister Finan, S. A., Sister Mary 
Daniel, S. A., and Sister Gene- 
vieve, S. A. 


* * * * 


The Silver Jubilee of the Profes- 
sion of three of our Atonement Sis- 
ters was marked with special fes- 
tivities on Labor Day, September 
4th. Attendance at the Solemn 
Mass that marked the religious ob- 
servances of the day was augmented 
by Sisters from the Missions, who 
had returned to the Motherhouse 
for the annual Retreat. Two of the 
Jubilarians, Sister Joseph, S. A., 
and Sister Raphael, S. A., were 
present at the Mass, and during it 
received Holy Communion from the 
hands of the Very Reverend Father 
General. The third jubilarian, 
Sister Aloysius, S. A., is at present 
in Rome, where she is Superior of 
the little band of Atonement Sisters 
whose ministrations to the poor and 
afflicted during the occupation of 
the Eternal City won much praise 
from civil and ecclesiastical offi- 
cials. News received by the Mother 








Uncompleted Burses at Graymoor 


All Saints: Mrs. D.C. N. J., 50c; Mrs. C. L. O'B., Cal., $1. Total, 
$4,630.50 

St. Anthony: T. M., N. Y., $1; Mrs. G. P., Mont., $1; Mrs. C. L. 
O'B., Cal., $2. Total, $3,817.30 

Sacred ‘Heart: Mrs. D. C., N. J., 50c; Mrs. G. P., Mont., $1; Mrs. 
C. L. O'B., Cal., $1; Mrs. G. P., Mont., $3. Total, $3,714.30. 

, an Margaret of Scotland, No. 2: Mrs. F. Von V., N. Y., 4c. Total, 
$3,375.10. 

St. Joseph: Mrs. D. C., N. J., 00c; Anon., N. Y., $1; Mrs. C 
O’B., Cal., $1. Total, $2,091.72 

St. Anne: Mrs. D. C., N. J., 0c; Mrs. C. L. O'B., Cal., $1. Total, 
$2,986.52. 

St. oa mes. D. C., N. J. We: € N. Y., $2. Total, $2,962.50. 

St. Francis Xavier: Mrs. D. G., a. i “b0c : Friends in Connecticut, 
$8. Total, $2,612.50 

Father Paul, S. A.: E. S. T., N. Y., $5; Mrs. C. L. O’B., Cal. $1. 
Total, $2,585.17. 

Our Lady of Perpetual Help: D. H., Mass., $5; S. D., Minn., $1; 
Mrs. D. C., N. J., 50c; Miss M. O'N., Mass., $1; J. D., N. Y., $5; Mrs 
C. L. O'B., Cal., $2. Total, $1,908.55. 

Our Lady of Lourdes: Mrs. C. L ‘ie Cal., $1. Total, $1,779.05. 

St. Christopher: Mrs. C. L. O’B., Cal, $3; R. A. Z., Cal., $2. Total, 
$1,753.55 

St. Francis of Assisi: Mrs. D. C., N. J., 50c. Total, $1,675.30 

Little Flower: Mrs. D.C. N. J., 50c; Mrs. M. A., N. Y., $l; Mrs. 
H., Cal., $1; Mrs. C. L. O'B., Cal, $1; Mrs. F. Von V., N. Y., 6c; Mrs. 
Ls Bis ee Be Oey mre. 2. J. CM. Yu ey ees. B.S OM. Y., Sh. “Total. 
$1,461.00 

St. Rita: Mrs. F. Von V., N. Y., 20c. Total, $1,346.00 

Our Lady of the (ined Dag A. L., Mass., $1; A. J. L., Mass., #4; 

M. F., N. Y., $3;. E M. S., Pa., $5; M. F., N. Y., $2; Mrs. A. J. M., Iowa, 
5. Total, $756.39 

St Matthias: Stamp Bureau, $10.43; M. L. G. N. Y., $3. Total, 
$632.90 

Holy Face: Mrs. C. L. O'B., Cal., $1. Total, $547.5 

Our Lady of the Miraculous Medal: Anon., $1 
Total, $536.70 

Precious Blood: Mrs. C. L. O'B., $2.5 Total, $465.70 

Blessed Sacrament: Mrs. C. L ’B., Cal., $1. Total, $445.83. 

Holy Souls: Mrs. D. C., N. J., 50c; Mrs. F. Von V., N. Y., 35c. 
‘otal, $407.10 

Our Lady of Prompt Succor: Mrs. C. L. O'B., Cal., $2. Total, $350.80 

St. Margaret Mary: Mrs. F. Von V., N. Y., 0c; Mrs. J. S., N. Y., 

Total, $271.55 

Brother Jude: Mrs. F. Von V., 

St. Patrick, No. 2: Mrs. J. L., tal, $2. 32.03 

Holy Family: Mrs. F. Von V + eee “Total, $214.00 

Brother Philip: Mrs. F. Von Vv ' 'N ’., 10c. Total, $108.90 

Brother Anthony: Mrs. F. Von V., N. Y., 10c. Total, $70.20 

Brother Andre: Mrs. FF. Von V., N. Y., 10c To tal, $55.20 

St. Teresa of Avila: Mrs. F. Von V., N. Y., 0c. Total, $46.60 

Catherine Tekakwitha: Mrs. F. Von V., N. Y., lc. Total, $38.75. 

Our Lady of the Rosary: Mrs. P. B., Ind., $5. Total, $29. 25. 

Our Lady of Victory: Mrs. C. L. O'B., Cal., $1. Total, $1 2.50. 

St. Clare: Mrs. F. Von V., N. Y., 10c. $11.35 


4 
( 


X); Anon. $1. 


Potal, $259.20 


Besides the Burses listed here, we have a number of other Uncom- 
pleted Burses which we are obliged to omit from our published list when 
there are no offerings for them to be recorded. However, we list them 
now and will do so occasionally in the future as a reminder so that our 
friends may have an opportunity to assist in building them up to com- 
pletion. 

Pius X, Hope, Sacred Shoulder, Father Drumgoole, St. John the 
Baptist, Immaculate Conception, Father Baker, Infant of Prague, Saint 
Michael, Holy Spirit, Five Wounds, Sorrowful Mother, Archangel 
Raphael, Sacred Head, Most Holy Trinity, Blessed Mother Cabrini, 
Mother Lurana, S. A., Saint Paul, Saint Gerard Majella, Pius a 
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The 1944 Graduating Class at St 


General recently indicates that all 
the Sisters in Rome and Assisi are 
and well, but it would of 
course, be difficult indeed to have a 
silver jubilee celebration apart from 
purely religious observance for 
Sister Aloysius at this time. 


sate 


* ok * * 


The third annual Convention of 
the Guild of Saint Margaret of 
Scotland took place at Graymoor on 
August 28 and 29. Under the direc- 


. John’s with the Fathers in charge. 


tion of Frater Colman, S. A., busi- 
ness matters and activities of the 
past year were reviewed and plans 
for future developments were dis- 
cussed at length. On the morning 
of the 29th, the Father General of- 
fered a special Mass for the dele- 
gates in the Crypt Chapel of Saint 
Anthony, and expressed the grati- 
tude of the Community for the 
assistance the Guild has provided 
in building up Burses for the edu- 
cation of young men to the Atone- 


ey 


ment priethood. Officers elected 
for the coming year are as follows: 
Michael J. Regan, of Brooklyn, 
President; John O’Rourke, of Phila- 
delphia, Vice-President; M. Alice 
Mooney, also of Philadelphia, 
Secretary; and Teresa Healy, of 
Washington Heights, N. Y., Treas- 
urer. 
* * * 

On September 1, the two camps 
for children operated by our Sisters 
at Indian Lake terminated their ac- 
tivities for the summer. Looking 
backward over the season, our Sis- 
ters had much to be thankful for, 
as remarkably few accidents marred 
the happiness of their little campers 
and a very successful schedule of 
instruction, games and healthful 
recreation had enriched their inter- 
ests. Assisted at Camp St. Joseph 
by a group of Friars under the 
supervision of Frater Alexander, 
S. A., and at Camp St. Francis by 
girl volunteers, the Atonement 
Sisters expended every effort to 
see that each of their little charges 
went back to the city refreshed and 
enlivened by contact with country 
life. In every sense their work at 
the camps was in full conformity 
with their missionary vocation, as 
interspersed throughout the daily 





poor alike. 


prayers of the Novena. 


mortal life. 





INVOKE THE INTERCESSION OF ST. ANTHONY IN TIME OF NEED 
THROUGH THE PERPETUAL NOVENA AT GRAYMOOR 


The good Saint of Padua has won an enduring place in the af- 
fections of every Catholic heart because there seems to be no limit 
to his intercessory power in heaven in obtaining favors for rich and 
We have evidence of this in the great number of letters 
coming daily to his Shrine here at Graymoor over a period of thirty 
years from people in all walks of life. They request remembrance in 
our Perpetual Novena and voice their joy and gratitude for help al- 
ready granted them in their bodily and spiritual ills through the 
It is very consoling to us that despite the 
long period of years since we inaugurated this Novena on the Mount 
of the Atonement, there has been no diminution of holy interest, but 
on the contrary, a steady increase in the number of devout Clients 
appealing to the dear Saint for his aid in the cares and trials of this 


Address Your Petitions to: 


FRANCISCAN FRIARS OF THE ATONEMENT 


St. Anthony's National Shrine 
Mount of the Atonement 
Graymoor, Garrison, N. Y. 
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tivities were catechetical instruc- 
ys, devotions in the attractive 
ttle chapels, and attention to the 
ligious needs of each camper. We 
that each of the 
ged in the work 
to Our Lord 
and 


now Sisters en- 
gave lervent 
for His pro- 


throughout the 


anks 


tion help 


* a 


brings to an end 
activities, is 
associated with the opx 
in St. John’s Atonement 
Seminary at Graymoor. Actually 
year it was rather a continua- 
tion of studies than a 
them, as all our seminarian 
tinued attendance at class for some 
part of the summer. The prepara- 
tory students took part in a special 
three-day retreat which began on 
er 9th under the direction 

{ Father Nathaniel, S. A. Formal 
opening of classes took place on 
September 12, after a special votive 
Mass of the Holy Ghost, celebrated 
in the Crypt Chapel. 


September, as it 


special summer also 
ning of 


ciasses 
this 


return to 


con- 


a a 


As 


Lacy, 


a token of homage to Our 
particularly for her watch- 
fulness over young men in the serv- 
ice of our country, Father Andrew, 
S. A., wishes to announce that the 
Rosary will be recited on each of 
the Miraculous Medal Novena 
broadcasts during the month of 
October. This program is carried 


by Station WMCA, New York, 


UNUM SINT 


Besides the still waters our Students find simple 


pleasure during 


recreation hour. 


Saturday at 
immediately 
broadcast. 


$308 P. M., 
following the news 
New England listeners 
can hear the program from WMEX, 
Boston, on Wednesdays at 1:30. It 
is Father Andrew’s hope 
that family groups will join in this 
devotion to Our Blessed 
Lady by reciting with the Graymoor 
Friars that form of prayer so be- 
loved by faithful Christians, the 
oly Rosary. There will be a brief 
meditat:on on each mystery by one 
of our Friar priests, and the Paters 
ae Aves will be recited by 
Brothers Christopher 
As numerous 
written 
prayers for 


every 


tervent 


special 


our 
and Students 
clients of Our Lady 
in to ask special 
their relatives in the 
service, many will be happy to 
know of this opportunity to join 
directly in the Novena prayers with 


have for 


Chris- 
month 


and_ Brothers 
October, the 
Rosary. 


the Friars 
topher during 
of the Holy 


The Chaplains’ Aid 
Catholic 
at St. 


work of the 
Students Mission Crusade 
John’s Seminary 


has con- 


tinued to provide packages of read- 


articles, 
rosaries prayerbooks, 
in the s who would 
otherwise have had to go without 
them, largely because of the 
of Lamp Our 
have diligent in 
broken prayer 
votional articles during their free 
time Cueuganet the summer. Now 
taat hool term has 
begun, sey are hoping to take ad- 
vantage of the chance to 
special Christmas packages to 
haplains and their men in remote 
places. Their supply of articles 
has dwindled, and they would like 
to augment their diminishing stock. 
Those who have used religious 
articles of various kinds about their 
homes to think of the 
sreat amount of good such articles 
might be to men and women now 
serving country on various 
fronts, and if possible to aid in this 
splendid form of Catholic Action. 
Packages should be addressed to: 
Catholic Chaplains’ Crusade, Saint 
John’s Atonement Seminary, Gray- 
moor, Garrison, N. Y. 


religious 
and 


ing matter and 
such as 
to men *rvice 
interest 
students 
repairing 
and other 


readers. 
been 


beads de- 


the regular sc 


send 


are asked 
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When the Light Goes on Again 


by Edward Francis Mohler 


I have never yet found a moment 
to say: 

“Now I am _ going 
myself!” 

—Sr. TERESA OF THE CHILD Jesus. 


to work for 


twentieth century— means a 

period of special significance, a 
time in which man has attained 
the heights of achievement. The 
numberless conveniences and me- 
chanical wizardry of the past four 
decades have bewitched so many 
that they are impatient at any real- 
istic analysis of an age so charm- 
ing. To those who see in another 
time accomplishments to be hus- 
banded and imitated they are rude. 
Such labels as “behind the times,” 
“the horse and buggy age,” and 
“when did you fall asleep, Rip Van 
Winkle?” are quickly applied to 
those who do not agree with their 
modernistic concept of life. True 
the picture of our day is not all dun 
colored. We have made mechanical 
progress in the twentieth century, 
outstripping all other ages. We 
shall, no doubt, make more. Against 
almost insuperable barriers we have 
also made social progress especially 
in the care of those unable to care 
for themselves. And yet as we look 
about we see little laughter, little 
joy, almost no lasting happiness. It 
is a disturbed and worried world. 
We have been hurling all our knowl- 
edge and accomplishments and 
machinery into a gigantic, agoniz- 
ing struggle to save something we 
cannot quite describe; and along 
the fringes of the battle gather the 
debris of shattered governments, 
cultures and philosophies. The 
light has gone out. Perhaps it 
would be more accurate to say that 
the light is there; we have gone 
away from it. 


[: many minds the term—the 


From 1873 to 1897 there lived a 
little lady who in those few years 
out of little things done well, built 
so fine a life that she attained sanc- 
tity. Her sweetening presence has 
come to many, even to the most 
worldly. In 1925 the Church 
designated her as St. Teresa of the 
Child Jesus. “The Little Flower” 
worked out a plan of life that called 
for the doing of little things, the 
care of burdens from moment to 
moment. In this plan was no grandi- 
ose modern self-expression, no ex- 
ploitation of the personality, no 
ideal of becoming the acme of 
fluidity in social grace, no Car- 
negian goal of “winning friends and 
influencing people.” It was to be 
a quiet method of living, comfort- 
able in spite of suffering, pleasant 
though problems should be persist- 
ent, measured in terms not under- 
stood by hurrying and _ harried 
worldlings. 

St. Teresa at the command of her 
superiors wrote the story of her life 
and this revelation of her philoso- 
phy has proved to be a sound con- 
tribution to the study of the soul. 
It is a deeper and more understand- 
ing analysis of consciousness, more 
fruitful in the garden of the intel- 
lect and the spirit than the ac- 
cumulated, polysyllabic tomes of 
the psychoanalysts. Light flows ef- 
fulgently both from the life and the 
writings of St. Teresa. The troubled 
in spirit, the weary, the disap- 
pointed (each can select such a 
classification today) may find some 
encouragement in the little Carmel- 
ite towards goals sometimes be- 
lieved impossible of attainment. 
For all those who have long ago 
forgotten to laugh and ceased to 
smile, for those who have worried 
unceasingly over their loved ones or 
for the others who look distractedly 


into their lives and note no sign of 
benignity, the physician or the 
psychiatrist is not the best recourse. 
The company of modest, smiling 
St. Teresa is recommended. 


Self-improvement of one kind or 
another has risen in the twentieth 
century almost to the status of a 
religion. Literature, some of it 
quite profitable to the copyright- 
holders, has been released to aid 
man in reaching the greatness of 
which he is capable. We have been 
urged to study, to learn the use of 
tact, to be social minded. We 
have been preached to, especially 
in the secular press, about living 
the full life. Skillful practitioners 
of the wordy art have used the 
tricks of language to get us into 
physical and intellectual clinics to 
be measured, inspired, changed, 
corrected. It would be narrow to 
find fault with the general idea; yet 
when we inquire what sort of self- 
improvement is afoot in these con- 
ferences, we must be alert enough 
to scent danger. If we look about 
ourselves in this too modernistic 
world we cannot be satisfied that 
the results of self-culture have been 
as successful as the prospectuses 
promised. But we do see much 
movement, hear quite a bit of noise, 
and altogether record too much con- 
fusion and disappointment. If we 
ask: When will the light go on 
again? we are not being nasty. 


In the 


The light has gone out. 
darkness we have been fumbling 


and stumbling. Grasping for the 
first straw touching our hand we 
have generally taken hold of the 
wrong one. Let us seek out Saint 
Teresa. 


St. Teresa was a little lady ot 
unusual good sense. In her “Coun- 





1k 


and Reminiscences” she put 
wn these words: 


“It appears to me that humil- 
ity is the truth. I know not 
wnether I am humble but I 
know that I see the truth in 
all things.” 


The observation is not original 
with St. Teresa but one who lived 
so short a life must have covered 
a long, triumphal journey along the 
way of self-analysis to set down 
such an observation. 

What are the uses of humility in 
present day society? How many 
of us recognize the real meaning in 
the complications of classes and our 
relation to ourselves and others? 
We have been encouraged to be- 
lieve for decades that there are no 
limits to the human spirit, that we 
can attain perfection if we use the 
power within us. Our magazines 
and newspapers are filled with en- 
couragement to dress, talk, look, ex- 
press “our best.” What we smoke, 
what we eat and other such, when 
added together skillfully will help 
us to arrive at an enviable emi- 
nence. But in the light of Saint 
Teresa’s observation we have not 
been learning the truth. We have 
been deceived. Betrayal and heart- 
ache are ahead if we do not have 
the right help. 

In her “Life,” St. Teresa says: 


“I am too little to have any 
vanity. I am also too little to 
know how to turn beautiful 
phrases so as to make it appear 
that I have a great deal of 
humility.” 


This is wisdom because it looks 
at creatures and takes them for 
what they are, creatures and not 
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lords of the universe. It might be a 
salutary dispensation to follow this 
young Saint’s the word 
“little.” It is such a simple word 
so often on the lips of children. 
Grownups talk far bigger than they 
are and are easy prey to anyone 
who shrewdly ministers to their 
vanity of bigness. If we would 
come to understand the One who is 
Big we must turn from those smugly 
applying the idea of bigness to us 
and turn to “little” St. Teresa. 
Millions of mankind, grown ac- 
customed to the modern practice of 
having their own way and looking 
with delight toward close of day 
that they may catalogue the num- 
berless ways in which they have 
been able to gratify every tiny 
whim and vanity, suddenly have 
been hurled into a void. All that 
they set store by has been stripped 
away. Mere existence, even in 
terms of a crust of bread and a cup 
of water, depends on enforced 
obedience to a complex regimenta- 
tion. The pendulum has swung in 
the order of nature from pamper- 
ing to poverty, from self-gratifica- 
tion to service of many unknown 
across the stretches of the world. 
The regularly practiced law of 
obedience for the sake of a high 
motive even in the daily lives of 
good men and women, the secret 
wholesome resolve to think of 
others and what would be good for 
them instead of getting, having and 
using all ourselves this has 
seemed without sweetness to an 
introvert world. Now we know 
there is compensation in the flow of 
events. That from which we turn 
away will, after a fashion, catch up 
with us. What we neglect to do 
willingly, that exactly we shall be 
forced to do; but when the turn 
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comes it comes with accumulated 
impact. Surely the way of Saint 
Teresa was wiser. 

In her last serious illness Saint 
Teresa was offered advise by the 
infirmarian. But it was only advice, 
suggestion. The infirmarian said to 
Teresa that it might be good if she 
walked each day for fifteen minutes 
in the garden. St. Teresa took the 
suggestion as a command. Into the 
garden she went, walking about 
with great discomfort and suffering. 
Another religious, observing the 
pain caused by the exercise, spoke 
out in positive tones: “It would be 
much better for you to rest. Walk- 
ing can do you no good. It will ex- 
haust you, that’s all.” St. Teresa 
had an explanation for her sister 
in religion and some guidance, it 
would seem, for us: 


“What you say is true. But 
do you know how I get the 
strength? I walk for a mis- 
sionary. I think how one of 
them far away, yonder, is per- 
haps worn out in his apostolic 
journeyings, and to lessen his 
fatigue I offer mine to the good 
God.” 


The world is darkened in the 
twentieth century because we have 
turned it and ourselves away from 
the light. When the light goes on 
again it will be because we have be- 
come convinced that our searchings 
have not been for the spiritual but 
for the material, it will be because 
we have become convinced of the 


terrible wisdom in the simple words 


of St. Teresa: 


I have never yet found a moment 
to say: : 
“Now I am going to 

myself!” 


work for 
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Notice to Our Subscribers and Correspondents 


To cooperate with the postal authorities in the effort to expedite 
delivery of mail, please include your zone number on all your 


























Hame ws the Warrior 


EN knew Marita was troubled. 
B He had observed it last night 
as they sat late in the porch 

He felt it again as she 
poured his morning coffee. But he 
understood. His furlough was over, 
and shortly he must be starting 
back to camp. 

As he finished his breakfast, she 
asked: ‘Ben, will you walk a little 
way with me?” 

“Certainly, my dear.” 

He pushed back his chair, out- 
wardly cheerful, inwardly disturbed. 
This was so unlike his gay “‘little 
Mary,” as he had affectionately 
dubbed her. She smiled, too, a 
wan effort that wrung his heart. 
Marita was taking it hard. 

They walked together along the 


swing. 


stone path he had laid with his own 
hands, then through the field to the 


woods beyond. He perceived that 
she was taking him to the hill that 
formed a natural boundary of their 
country place. Majestic, lofty, they 
had loved it the first day they pur- 
chased the tiny farm. Many times 
in their brief married life they had 
climbed it together, arriving breath- 
lessly at the top to daydream their 
luture. 

“We'll name it ‘holy hill,’” Ma- 
rita had said, half laughing, half 
reverently, “because to reach the 
top is like climbing to Heaven— 
the way is so rocky and steep.” 

With a pang he thought of this 
as she trudged slightly ahead of 
him, childish in pink gingham, her 
blonde hair glinting like gold in the 
sun. At the top she turned, holding 
out both soft hands to him. 

“Ben, look down! What do you 
see?” 

Wondering, he obeyed. “I see a 
white bungalow, among friendly 
elms, where two persons have been 
very happy.” 

“Nothing else?” 


By Delight Cronin 
cs 


He looked yearningly into her 
wistful face. “I see a peaceful 
valley and a flowing brook and 
green meadows. I see hope and 
security for my wife, and for my 
children that have not yet come.” 

“That’s it!” Her sapphire eyes 
were shining. ‘“You’re coming back 
to it, Ben! No matter if you come 
stalwart as you are, or crippled in 
body or mind—even if you should 
lose remembrance of all other 
things—remember our holy hill and 
me. Come back to us, Ben!” 

It flashed upon him that it was 
not death Marita feared, for in 
death she would truly possess him. 
Rather it was that if he became 
physically or mentally broken, he 
might choose deliberately not to re- 
turn to her at all. 

He drew his young wife into a 
strong embrace. “I'll come back, 
little Mary,” he promised earnestly. 
“Dead or alive, I'll stand here be- 
side you again.” 


* * * * 


Five thousand miles away from 
his quiet valley, enduring jungle 
heat, almost unbearable weariness, 
and the maddening torment of 
myriad insects, Captain Ben re- 
membered. Proceeding cautiously 
through treacherous undergrowth, 
wading slimy waters, with mortal 
peril lurking unseen, it was difficult 
sometimes for him to recall any 
existence other than this. 

Even his memory of Marita be- 
gan fading like a half forgotten 
page of history. Thoughts of her 
sweet womanhood slipped into 
nothingness beneath the blast of 
enemy artillery, and the steady 
challenge of advancing American 
guns. 

In such moments when she aban- 
doned him, his fevered mind fled 
desperately back to their holy hill. 


Climbing it in swift imagination, he 
always found her waiting on the 
summit, her slim arms outstretched 
to him, her golden hair stirring in 
the wind. He clung to that dream 
as a man holds to his faith in God. 

“Everything’s going well, Ma- 
rita,” he would whisper thickly, 
trying to keep the thought clearly 
defined. ‘As long as we hold on to 
our holy hill, we’ll both be ail 
right.” 

One twilight, lolling on the hard 
ground, snatching a few minutes 
well earned ease, he heard the 
chaplain pray: “Send forth thy 
life and thy truth; they have con- 
ducted me and brought me unto thy 
holy hill.” 

He contemplated the men sprawl- 
ing about him, likewise seeking 
brief relaxation. He noted their 
attentiveness as they listened. 
Watching sober young faces soften, 
he sensed instinctively that each in 
his own way carried a holy hill in 
his heart. 

As he studied them, he expe- 
rienced afresh an unusual sense of 
responsibility for those under his 
command. True, it was not always 
possible to concern himself as to 
their personal well-being in this 
hostile environment, where even the 
vagaries of nature often were ar- 
rayed against them. However, his 
attempts toward that end, he knew, 
had deepened their loyalty to him 
and to their mutual cause. Four 
times his company had won cita- 
tions for audacious accomplish- 
ments beyond duty. 

An hour came when the Yanks 
had fought their bloody way up a 
disputed hill, dislodging the yellow 
horde that had held it. Possession 
of the island chain was now almost 
within their grasp. The veteran 
Colonel summoned Captain Ben. 

“The hill is ours now,” he said 
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these two friends of long 
standing saluted and turned, 
each to his dangerous mis- 
sion. 

The captain grimly assem- 
bled his men and outlined 
the scheme. “If anyone,” 
he added, “prefers to go 
with the Colonel’s regiment, 
let him go now. There will 
be no further opportunity.” 

Not a man stirred. He 
saw with satisfaction the 
steeling of boyish, familiar 
faces he hed grown to love. 

“Very well,” he com- 
mented, ‘For this we were 
born. With God’s help we 
shall achieve our destiny.” 


He drew his young wife into a strong embrace. 
“Tl come back, little Mary,” he promised 
earnestly. “Dead or alive, I'll stand here beside 


you again.” 


tisply, “but we’ll need more than 
1is to consolidate our position. At 
this moment we are strategically 
ituated. gA small group of men, 
easoned and well equipped, can 
hold this spot long enough for our 
forces to withdraw to the clearing 
elow. There we will shortly be 
oined by our main troops. The 
plan is to encircle the hill, attack- 
simultaneously from both sides, 
mpleting a pincer movement.” 
He paused. - Ben waited expect- 
tly for his marching orders. 
“How long can your outfit hold, 
captain?” asked the Colonel 
pointedly. 
Out of Ben’s startled soul welled 
n unborn cry: “Oh, my Marita!” 
jut he never wavered. “Until you 
h your objective, sir,” he re- 
plied simply. 
“Good luck, Captain.” Their 
ands met in a hard grip. Then 


Ably he marshalled the units into 


places, taking swift stock of 


their chances for survival. Supplies 
were abundant. Courage they had 
never lacked. They were vastly 
outnumbered, he realized, but by 
advantage of their superior position, 
theirs would be an historic delay- 
ing action. 

The unusual quietude in the air 
held ominous foreboding. Captain 
Ben knew the enemy, too, was 
gathering strength. In his heart he 
found a prayer which he uncon- 
sciously murmured aloud: 
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“Lord, who shall dwell in Thy 
Tabernacle> Who shall rest in Thy 
holy hill?” 

Those nearest him heard, and the 
prayer was sped down the lines. 
It enfolded the soldiers with its 
power like the protecting wings of 
an eagle, for they liked a leader 
who prayed. 

“Here it comes!” 

With a mighty roar, the enemy 
stormed the hill like a cresting 
yellow sea to engulf its handful of 
defenders. But from the compact 
stronghold thundered an avalanche 
of fire, overwhelming the invaders 
like the lava of a miniature Vesu- 
vius. Another wave rolled upward, 
and still another, only to be swept 
away like tumbleweeds in the wind. 

In the lull following the sullen 
yield, Captain Ben stoically re- 
grouped his defenses and counted 
his dead. 

Again the Orientals charged, this 
time so near that in some sectors 


bayonets leaped into defensive 
combat. But the death-rattle of en- 
trenched machine-guns and accu- 
rately flung grenades wiped out the 
attack. The tide receded, baffled, 
confused. 

Night found the American lines 
holding. Captain Ben moved from 
man to man, his calm _ presence 
inspiring them with a measure of 
his own courageous gallantry, lift- 
ing them above physical exhaus- 
tion, for now only their dead would 
rest. 

Another stifling day, and still no 
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relieving sound of heavy guns came 
up from below. Anxiety haunted 
Captain Ben’s mind. Had troops 
arrived as scheduled? Had the 
Colonel’s men been ambushed be- 
fore they could establish contact? 
Once more the relentless sea rose 
against them until it seemed by 
sheer force it must swallow up the 
stubborn resistence. But Captain 
Ben was drawing heavily on his 
invincible weapon—the American 
spirit. This was his Valley Forge, 
his Gettysburg—his holy hill. 
The second night, the 
captain knelt holding his 


“They said he called it ‘holy 
hill,’”” marvelled a young corporal. 

And hold they did, with super- 
human strength they did not have, 
and supreme fortitude sustained 
them. They held through that tor- 
turing night until a deafening 
inferno from the plains told them 
the tide of battle had shifted. The 
hill was theirs. 


* * * * 


Captain Ben awoke in a tent hos- 
pital, amazed to find himself liv- 
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brity’s welcome, he knew, but firs: 
he was to see Marita. Ahead of 
schedule, he boarded a waiting 
plane at his new base, and within 
a few hours he was set down within 
a mile of his farm. Trembling with 
excitement, he started out to walk 
the short cut home. 

Then he saw it—his holy hill, 
towering, majestic, lofty, just as he 
had beheld it a thousand times in 
his fancies. Unashamed tears rose 
to his eyes, for reminiscence 
rushed upon him of that other hill, 
hallowed indeed by the 
blood of his comrades, 





dripping canteen to the 
lips of a wounded private. 
A sniper’s bullets split 
the air. The boy slid life- 
less from his arms, the 
captain sinking across his 
body. 


Savage machine-gun fire 
raked the bushes in which 
death had lurked, while 
grief-stunned aides bore 
their captain to safety. 


For a County Boy in battle 


The fields he loved, the quiet ways of home, 
The calm serenity of dawns he knew, 

The star-filled nights, the laughter and the song 
Of evening lanes, old friendships tried and true— 


They are his armor where the deep-voiced guns 
Repeat their dark antiphonies of woe; 
They are the weapon firm within his hands; 


whose fate had been to 
fall asleep far from their 
homeland, but were still 
wrapped in the kindly 
blanket of free soil. 

He brushed his hand 
across his eyes, and a bit 
unsteadily began the as- 
cent. The pathway seemed 
even steeper from this 
side, but toiling doggedly, 
triumphantly he reached 


They speak in flaming answers to his foe. 


the height. 
There it was, spread 
out below him like a pas- 


Trained hands ministered 
skillfully, and Ben’s tired 


eyes opened, to rest un- They are the faith that made his country great, 


Building a land where common man can see 


seeingly on the stricken 
countenances above him. 
He gazed beyond them, 
and suddenly the battle- 
field slipped away and he 





The home lights smiling when the dusk comes down 


And walk in freedom through the years to be! 


—Arthur Wallace Peach. 


toral picture in a huge 
frame of grass and sky. 
His flowing brook, his 
green fields, his white 
house—and—Marita! 








was lying in the cool, 
green grass at home, lis- 
tening to faint sounds of distant 
thunder hinting of welcome show- 
ers. 

“Marita,” he whispered, and there 
she was beside him, oddly brown 
and tall. She leaned closer. ‘“‘They’re 
about to break through,” she said. 
“I fear we shall have to give up 
the hill.” 

“No, no!” he gasped, struggling 
vainly to rise. ‘We'll be all right— 
as long as—we hold our hill—our 
holy hill.” 

The captain’s men comprehended 
only what they had heard. A new 
message traveled through the worn 
outpost. “We'll hold the hill— 
Captain’s orders.” 


ing. Curiously he fingered another 
coveted decoration fastened to his 
pajamas, recalling vaguely that the 
general himself had stooped to pin 
it there. 

When he was given an official 
account of the battle, he learned 
that his last words on the hill— 
words he could not remember utter- 
ing in delirium—were sweeping 
America. He and his intrepid band 
had become national heroes. 

A day came when he was inva- 
lided home. Conflicting emotions 
beset him as he stood on the deck 
of a mammoth ship, watching the 
well-known skyline gliding into 
view. His was soon to be a cele- 


She had come to the 
doorway and was glanc- 
ing up, shading her eyes, an atti- 
tude that he knew must have be- 
come quite frequent. He waved. He 
saw her clutch the screen with a 
wild movement. He waved again, 
and thought he heard her scream. 
Then she was running toward him, 
her arms outstretched, her golden 
hair blowing. 

What mattered it that his left 
sleeve waved emptily in the breeze? 
He still had two good eyes to see 
her, two sturdy legs to stumble 
hastily toward her down that 
rugged path—a stout arm to fling 
about her shoulders and hold her, 
as once he had held to a dream— 
as a man holds to his faith in God. 





Mothers are Defense 


by Anna-Margaret Record 








LMOST a year ago I had tea 
A with a friend, and as we 

discussed my plans for the 
immediate future some of her biting 
phrases stuck in my memory: ‘‘So 
you're going to waste your educa- 
tion!” “Somehow, I always thought 
you'd turn out like this....” In 
the first place, I had no intention 
of discussing the matter, for I 
knew how she felt and that we 
didn’t agree. It was she who finally 
began the attack. 

“I suppose,” said my friend, 
lowering her teacup decisively, 
“that you have been making in- 
quiries about a job?” 

I lowered my cup, too, apprehen- 
sively. “No. You see... 

“You'll have to begin looking 
soon, or it will be too late for inter- 
views. Of course, I’m assuming 
too much that you plan to teach.” 


” 


As a matter of fact, she was as- 
suming too much. I was not plan- 
ning to teach. Nor was I planning 
to enter a defense factory. I was 
not eligible for one of the women’s 
services. 

“Of course,” said my friend 
meditatively, “now that you have 
the baby, you can’t join the WAC 
or the WAVES....” 

“I want to help with the war ef- 
fort,” I demurred meekly, “but I 
don’t think I’d want to join the 
WAC even if I were eligible. 
There are other things I’m sure I 
could do better. If women were 
drafted, of course, I could do it, 
es 

“Well, really! You have the 
strangest attitudes! If my husband 
were in the army, I’d do anything 
I could to help him back! I’d want 
to do something!” 

Quite suddenly a little tongue of 
anger flared in my mind. After all, 


on what basis was she criticizing 
me? My husband and brother 
were both in the army, the latter 
overseas; she had no close relative 
in any branch of the service. How 
could she judge now what she 
would do in my place? Or in what 
capacity I could be most useful ? 

If I wanted to be a mother, a 
real mother, and not a WAC— 
which I was not eligible to become, 
anyhow—it was my life and my 
decision. I said coolly, “If I were 
looking for work, I’d rather teach. 
I’ve been trained for that, and good 
teachers are serving the country 
just as much as if they were getting 
into war plants or donning snazzy 
uniforms. Those girls are doing a 
good job and I’m proud of them, 
but I don’t think I'm cut out to be 
one of them—not, that is, until 
women are drafted.” 

“Well, what are you going to 
do?” 

I set my chin, expecting derision. 
“T’m going to take care of the baby. 
She’s my first and most important 
job, and I want to do it myself. 
We're going to join my husband as 
soon as possible.” 

For a moment there was silence. 
Then my hostess spoke quietly and 
scornfully. “It isn’t much fun liv- 
ing on army pay, is it?” 

I was naive enough to laugh. I 
thought she was being whimsical! 

“Oh, there’s none left over for 
luxuries, but we can do it on a shoe- 
string. Being together is what 
counts. We’ll be so much happier!” 

“T certainly don’t think I’d be 
happy leading a life like that. I 
prefer things a little more civi- 
lized.” 

I smiled a little. ‘“You’ve never 
had to do without your husband for 
nine months. You find out how 


Workers, Teo 


much he means to you—if you 
didn’t know already.” 

She shrugged. “Well, it’s a mat- 
ter of standards, I suppose. I’m 
afraid mine are a little bit higher 
than that.” 

I flushed at her tone. Certainly 
it was a matter of standards, but 
wherein the choice lay was where 
we disagreed. To me the material 
standard was second in importance. 

“Of course I’ve thought it over,” 
I replied to her question. “I know 
I could buy more bonds and put 
more money in the bank. But sup- 
pose my husband goes overseas and 
doesn’t come back? What will a 
few extra dollars mean then? [I'll 
have all the rest of my life to teach 
school or work in an office! But 
those memories would be—will be 
—priceless, to both of us. He'll 
have a chance to see the baby while 
he is a baby. And so will I! If I 
got a ‘job,’ I’d be cheating us both 
of her babyhood. And I’d be cheat- 
ing her of her mother. It may be 
that my husband can’t see her— 
that makes it all the more important 
that I take care of her myself. She 
isn’t just any baby, she’s ours: 
we’re responsible for her!” 

My friend’s laugh told me how 
sentimental I sounded. Well, I 
thought belligerently, it’s true. I am 
sentimental—if feeling that our 
home is important, and holding 
firmly to the conviction that home is 
where the three of us are, even if 
it’s a one-room apartment, signify 
sentimentality. 

“Don’t be absurd,” she said. 
“Caring for a baby is purely routine 
the first year. Any responsible 
woman can do it as well as you 
can.” 

My heart denied that hotly. 
Physically, perhaps any responsible 
woman could care for my baby as 
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well as I. I’m not a baby expert. 
But “any responsible woman” 
wouldn’t give my baby the loving 
little extras that I sandwiched in 
between her naps and her feedings 
and her bath. She wouldn’t pick 
her up and nuzzle the back of her 
soft little neck to hear her gurgle in 
irrepressibly delicious mirth; she 
wouldn’t dally with her bath a 
second longer to tell her the names 
of her fat pink little toes, “Little 
Pea, Penny Rue, Rudy Whistle. . .” 
She wouldn’t pause, in dressing her, 
to guide her chubby hand through 
the sign of the cross and repeat 
softly and clearly the Our Father 
and the Hail Mary. These things 
my friend would call “unimportant” 
or “‘superfluous,” but not by bread 
alone does man live, and neither 
should babies. 


As I said before, I made this 
decision a year ago—before we 
knew that my husband would be 
overseas within a few months. By 
our friends and relatives alike, it 
was ridiculed; but as I look back 
on our baby’s first year, I am glad 
that I arranged to spend those 
months with her. I have never 
been convinced that active, not 
passive, motherhood is not as im- 
portant a war job as any other job 
women can fill. In the cradles of 
today lies the future of America, 
and the future of the world. Where 
for some reason mothers cannot 
guide their children, a substitute 
must be accepted; but America is in 
danger of forgetting that a substi- 
tute is not, after all, the real thing. 

The ideal home is a sanctuary for 
children, under the protection and 


% = UT OMNES UNUM SINT 


guidance of their own parents—not 
a sort of station where people sleep 
when work is over, one parent pick- 
ing up the baby (like a bundle of 
laundry) on the way home, and 
leaving him, the next morning, at 
the nursery or the nursemaid’s. A 
child is a precious bit of capital 
worth protecting even by material 
sacrifice, in whom it is worthwhile 
to invest more than money. Surely 
the mother who guards and guides 
the future leaders of America is a 
“defense” worker, too—as surely as 
though she built guns and tanks and 
aeroplanes—for wars spring from 
the hostilities, hatreds and pagan- 
isms of men’s hearts and souls, the 
destructive reasoning that every 
mother endeavors to overcome with 
love of God and carefully trained 
obedience to His laws. 
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Tale of a Troubadowr 


By Reverend Samuel Cummings, &. A. 


been physically robust. When 

he was young he was attacked 
by a fever and brought to death’s 
joor. When he was converted and 
began to do penance for his sins by 
long fastings and hardships, he 
weakened himself to such an extent 
that in later life he was constantly 
troubled with ulcers and hemor- 
In Egypt his eyes became 
so badly afflicted that he was nearly 
blind. His physical condition forced 
him to refrain from preaching and 
to confiné himself to writing words 
of instruction and admonition to 
the Friars. He felt that the end of 
his life was approaching, and so he 
withdrew himself more and more 
into seclusion with a few of the old 
followers he loved so well. 

In 1224 when his health had im- 
proved somewhat, he went to Al- 
verna, a mountain given him by a 
Duke Orlando, to celebrate the 
feast of the Assumption and to ob- 
serve a forty day fast in prepara- 
tion for the feast of St. Michael, the 
Archangel. In accordance with the 
regulation he had composed for 
friars living in a hermitage, he took 
with him only a few of the Brothers, 
Leo, Angelo, Masseo, Sylvester and 
lluminato, to care for his bodily 
wants while he would be devoting 
himself entirely to prayer. 

On the trip to the mountain 
Francis’ health again failed and the 
Brothers had to borrow an ass for 
him to ride. The peasant who 
owned the ass acted also as a guide 
for the party. This man became 
very thirsty in the burning summer 
heat and complained loudly about 
xis thirst and his foolishness in 


Fr teen oh had never in his life 


rhages. 


(CONCLUSION) 


Ys 


agreeing to guide such a witless 
bunch.’ Francis knelt down and 
prayed, then rising he led the 
peasant to a spring of purest water. 
When the little party stopped for a 
rest at the foot of an oak tree, a 
group of birds of all kinds gave 
them welcome by fluttering their 
wings and singing joyously. Some 
of them came to rest on Francis’ 
head and shoulders, and even set- 
tled calmly and quietly in his hands. 
Then Francis said: “I believe, 
dearest Brothers, that it is the 
pleasure of Our Lord Jesus Christ 
that we establish residence on this 
mountain, where the 
birds rejoice so much at our com- 


our sisters 


y 

When they had come to their 
destination—a wild place near a 
brook where huts had been built to 
receive them—our Saint told the 
Brothers what he planned to do. He 
would withdraw from them about 
a quarter of a mile across the 
stream; he would live entirely 
alone; he was not to be disturbed 
at all. Brother Leo was to come 
near twice a day with food, and he 
was to shout out loudly. If Fran- 
cis answered, Leo was to bring the 
food to him; if Francis did not call 
back Leo was to take the food and 
go away. “For,” he said, “since I 
see that my death is approaching, I 
wish to be alone with God and 
lament my sins.” 


THe NearRNESS OF Gop 


And so it was arranged. In the 
early morning hours Francis would 
attend the Mass said by his friend 
Leo. How beautiful it was! The 
cool, brisk dawn; the dew still 


heavy on the leaves, sparkling and 
clear in the first fine rays of the 
sun as it rose slowly in the ,ast; 
white wisps of mountain mist rising 
like incense before the Throne of 
God. The dark grotto used for a 
chapel, lighted only by two little 
Mass candles, brought back recol- 
lections of the Holy Sepulchre. The 
jeep draughts of clear, cold air 
seemed to tinkle within him down 
to his very toes. The sight of 
Brother Leo, standing there clad in 
the vestments of the Mass and read- 
ing the noble and sonorous Latin of 
the liturgy carefully and attentively, 
was a delight to his eyes and ears. 
The sun shone warmer and warmer 
on the Saint’s back as he knelt and, 
penetrating to the very marrow of 
bones, dispelled the last 
vestiges of the shivering cold of a 
night spent on a bed of stone. 


his 


How Francis loved and enjoyed 
everything! The smell of the moun- 
tains, the peace of the woods, the 
warmth of the sun, the intoxication 
of the air, the beauty of the Mass, 
the sounds of waking day. There 
were some, he knew, who held that 
creatures were vile and despicable 
——that nature, in all her beauty, was 
a snare used by the devil for the 
downfall of men. But Francis 
never could understand these self- 
styled “Perfect Ones.” To him it 
stupidly sinful to scorn or 
despise any of the good works of 
the Good God. 

Why shouldn’t he love the 
heavens? By day, a lovely light, 
blue vault, adorned by lazy-moving, 
myriad-shaped, fleecy clouds; by 
night, a deep dark covering, lighted 
by Sister Moon and pierced by 


was 
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millions upon millions of stars 
glowing with the reflected Glory of 
God. God made them for man. To 
disdain such beauty would be to 
hold in contempt Beauty’s Author 
and Creator. 

And the mountains—see how 
they stood row on row reaching 
back farther and farther and mirror- 
ing the immensity and eternity of 
God! See the little fields, so green 
and pretty; the brown dusty road 
curving gently; the little houses 
where men and women and children 
lived and played and praised God. 
“Come, my brethren, come and sing 
and clap hands; come, laugh and be 
gay, because God loves us and we 
love God.” 

Francis’ days of prayer on Mount 
Alverna lengthened. At times he 
would not answer Leo for he was 
in such a state of rapture that he 
could not speak. His thoughts at 
this time were especially centered 
on the Passion and Death of Christ. 


THE SEAL oF Divine Love 

One morning —it was not yet 
dawn — while lying on the rocky 
ledge that served him for a bed, 
Francis prayed, “O Lord, Jesus 
Christ, two favors I beg of Thee 
before I die. The first is that I may, 
as far as possible, feel in my soul 
and in my body the sufferings 
which Thou, O gentle Jesus, sus- 
tained in Thy bitter passion. And 
the second is that I may, as far as 
possible, receive into my heart that 
excessive Charity by which Thou, 
the Son of God wert inflamed and 
which made Thee willing to suffer 
so much for us sinners.” 

Later in the morning, while 
Francis knelt before the opening of 
the cave he used as a cell, still 
thinking of Our Lord’s sufferings, 
he saw, far off in the sky, some- 
thing that looked like a great bird. 
It was coming directly towards 
him, growing larger and more dis- 
tinct as it approached. Soon he 
could see the shape it took. It was 
a Seraph with six wings, two raised 
over the head, two used for flight, 
and two covering the body of the 
Crucified Lord. 


As he knelt there with hands up- 
raised in the form of a cross, Fran- 
cis felt in his body shafts of fire 
like beams of light emanating from 
the wounds in the hands and feet 
and side of the Body of the Lord. 
No words were spoken; no words 
were necessary. Such a fiery dart 


Saint Francis receives the Seal of 
Divine Love. 


of love pierced his heart that Fran- 
cis knew he would die if it lasted 
but a fraction of an instant longer. 
The vision quickly faded, but Fran- 
cis remained long in ecstasy. 

After a time the Saint looked 
wonderingly at his throbbing hands 
and feet and side. He saw in the 
palms of his hands black scars of 
flesh resembling the heads of nails, 
and on the backs of his hands 
rather long black ridges with the 
appearance of nails that had been 
bent over and clinched. The same 
wounds were in his feet; the heads 
on the instep, the body of the nail 
clinched on his sole. And in his 
side there was a large, open, bleed- 
ing wound as from a lance. 


Of his rapturous experience Fran- 
cis told none of the brethren except 
Leo, who, as his most intimate com- 
panion, was called upon to bandage 
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the wounds to prevent them from 
being seen. But the news quickly 
leaked out. Ruffino, who used to 
wash Francis’ clothes, noticed the 
blood stains and in the strictest 
confidence, we may suppose, told 
some of the others. It made little 
difference, however, because the 
matter could not be kept secret. 
The wounds were extremely pain- 
ful. Francis had great difficulty 
handling anything and, of course, 
it was almost impossible for him to 
walk. When Clare found out about 
the Stigmata she made Francis a 
special pair of sandals with double 
soles so that he could do a little 
walking without too much agony. 


THE PATHS OF PAIN 


Shortly after he had received the 
Stigmata, Francis left Alverna. He 
knew then that he would never see 
the Holy Mountain again and so he 
blessed it as he bade it an affection- 
ate farewell. ‘Farewell, Mount 
Alverna,” he said, “God the,Father, 
God the Son and God the Holy 
Ghost bless thee. Live in peace. 
I shall never see thee more.” 

Although he had two years more 
to live Francis was already a dying 
man. His eyes bothered him fright- 
fully, he could hardly keep any 
food on his stomach, and he was 
very weak from the loss of blood. 
3ut the spiritual exaltation of the 
Stigmata so renewed his energies 
that he decided to go out once again 
among the people and preach his 
message of peace and penance. He 
travelled now very slowly, by don- 
key from one little town to another, 
always speaking with the same 
intense love and simplicity. He 
would sing on the way, blessing 
God and thanking Him for the 
beautiful Creatures He had made. 

Best of all Francis loved the sun, 
and light and fire. To him they 
were symbols of the blinding 
brightness of God’s Glory and the 
consuming ardor of His Love. “In 
the morning,” he used to say, “when 
the sun rises, all men ought to 
praise God who created it for our 
use, for all things are made visible 
by it. In the evening, when all 
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praise God for Brother Fire which 
gives our eyes light. For we are all 
like the blind but God gives our 
eyes the light by means of these 
two Brothers.” 

Francis’ eyes became so trouble- 
some that he was finally persuaded 
to undergo treatment at the hands 
of the foremost physicians of the 
day who were stationed at the court 
of Pope Honorius. In those days 
the doctors were great believers in 
bleeding and burning. They felt 
that the only effective remedy for 
Francis was the application of red 
hot irons to his temples. Though 
the cure seemed worse than the 
disease—there was, of course, no 
anesthetic — Francis was allowing 
the doctors to proceed, not because 
he expected to be cured from his 
terrible headaches, but because he 
wished to please the Brothers. 

The special irons were heated 
white hot in an open brazier before 
his eyes. Francis sat there calmly 
through the gruesome proceedings 
but as the doctor approached with 
the glowing instruments, he held 
up his hand, and said, as he made 
the Sign of the Cross: ‘Brother 
Fire, who art nobler and more use- 
ful than most other creatures, I have 
always been good to thee and 
always will be good to thee out of 
love for Him who created thee. 
Now show thyself gentle and cour- 
teous to me and do not burn me 
more than I can stand.” 

The Brothers who had come to 
encourage Francis in his ordeal 
were sickened by the crackling 
sound and the acrid smell of his 
sizzling flesh and fled in dismay. 
Francis lay calm and composed 
throughout the whole operation. 
When the physicians were finished 
he told them that if they considered 
more burning either useful or neces- 
sary they should reheat the irons 
and go through the whole operation 
again. ‘For,’ he went on, “I have 
not felt the least pain.” 


Sister DEATH 


As Francis knew though, it was 
all useless. He did not improve. 


When the doctor, with whom he had 
formed a close friendship, informed 
him that he had at the most but a 
few weeks to live, he stretched out 
his arms and after a moment of 
silence said, “Then, welcome, Sister 
Death.” 

His wish to be carried back to 





Saint Francis is carried towards the 
Portiuncula to die. 


the Portiuncula to die was granted 
him. Several of the Brothers pre- 
pared him for the journey, and 
several of his old friends, Pacificus 
and Angelo and others of the first 
companions stayed with him 
Though they were very sad, Fran- 
cis insisted that they be joyful and 
sing, and his high spirits were so 
contagious that the Brothers felt 
their hearts lifted and they burst 
into song. The Sun Song, which 
Francis himself had composed in 
honor of God and His creatures, 
was their favorite and they sang so 
lustily and with such evident en- 
joyment that Brother Elias, who at 
that time was the Minister General 
of the Order, became provoked and 
querulously gave them to under- 
stand that they should be more re- 


strained in the presence of death 
so as not to cause disedification. 


Halfway to the final resting place 
Francis halted the litter on which 
he was lying so that he could take 
one last, fond look at his beloved 
Assisi. He had himself turned to- 
ward the town and, with the help 
of his Brothers, sat up in the litter 
and blessed his native city. [It is 
interesting to note that, though 
many of the other cities of Italy 
were destroyed in this war, Assisi 
was hardly touched. ] 

Slowly the cortege moved down 
the road to the little old chapel of 
Our Lady of the Angels, followed 
by a long procession of clerics and 
townsfolk. The Saint was carried 
into a little hut that had been pre- 
pared in advance to receive him. 

Some of the Brothers were always 
with their dying Founder. Francis 
was especially pleased to have 
Brother Leo and Brother Bernard 
and Brother Angelo and the other 
companions of his first days. Time 
after time he asked them to sing 
the Sun Song. They no longer 
feared to disedify anyone for now 
they were far from the city. Feebly 
he too joined in, but -when the ef- 
fort proved too much for him he 
would lie back on his couch and 
smile in enjoyment of the song of 
the others. 

He blessed the Brothers again 
and again. Once he sat up and 
blessed all of the Brothers and Sis- 
ters who had been members of his 
Order, all of those who were mem- 
bers of his Order and all who would 
be members of his Order down to 
the end of time. “I bless them as 
much as I can, and more than I 
can,” he said. 

Early in the evening of October 
3rd, when Francis knew that Sister 
Death was coming to conduct him to 
the heavenly courts of the Lord 
Jesus and the Lady Mary, he had 
the Brothers take him from his 
pallet, strip him naked, place him 
on the ground, and sprinkle his 
body with ashes. Then in a clear 
strong voice he sang David’s 141st 
Psalm and coming to the last verse: 
“Bring my soul out of prison that I 
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may praise Thy name,” he passed Sisters cloistered there could look Glory of God and the soul that 
into eternity. once again on the body of their Christ died to save. His love gave 

The Brothers kneeling around Father Francis. They lifted him up birth to his joy and his joy was so 
him quietly wept and prayed. Ten- before the grill and, again as Fran- great that it had to burst into bub- 
derly they clothed him in the c¢:s had promised, the Sisters “took bling song. Francis had to be a 
special habit that had been made much consolation from his visit.” troubadour; he had to sing lest the 
for him, and prepared him for the F : - peace and the joy and the happiness 
funeral. The next day, when word THE ETERNAL TROUBADOUR in God which was pent within him 
that Il Santo had gone to his reward and coursing through his blood 


} burst his veins and his body. 


There is little more we can say. 
circulated throughout the country- 


Francis was a gentle soul, a loving 
side, throngs of people came to do sou], He loved God tenderly and Poor and humble but rich in 
him honor. A special armed guard personally as an unspoiled ‘child merits Francis entered into Heaven. 
of Assisians was assigned to stay loves the tenderest and most beau- With his brethren we bow our 
with his body all night to prevent tiful of Mothers. He loved all of heads to receive his last blessing: 
its being taken to another city God's creatures, the sun, the moon, “Farewell, my children, in the 
for burial. the sky, the earth, the waters and fear of the Lord and abide always 

The next morning another proces- the winds, the flowers and the birds, init. I, indeed, go to God, to whose 
sion of clerics and lay people, bear- the thunder storms and the snows. grace I commend you. I have done 
ing olive branches and singing But most of all the creatures of what I had to do; may Christ teach 
hymns of joy, brought Francis back God, Francis loved his fellow man; you what you ought to do.” And 
to Assisi. They stopped at San rich or poor, healthy or maimed, with the Brothers and Sisters of the 
Damiano, as Francis promised they clean or leprous, he loved them all Troubadour of God, we humbly 
would, so that Clare and the other because he saw in every one the respond “Amen.” 











1945 -- Che Graumoor Art Calendar -- 


Every Catholic family re- 
ceiving a copy of the Gray- 
moor Art Calendar will be 
pleased with its beauty and 
handsome design and will be 
grateful for its religious in- 
spiration and valuable infor- 

2Q mation. It is especially valu- 
+e || able for its many inspiring 
features and also its beauty 

and as a dependable guide to 

all Chutch feasts and obli- 


gations. 





AN INEXPENSIVE AND IDEAL HOLIDAY GIFT 


The Christmas and New Year’s gift problem can be easily 
solved by giving these lovely Graymoor Art Calendars to your 
family and friends, as they make an inexpensive and ideal gift. 
Single copy, 30c Four copies, $1.00 Twelve copies, $3.00 

Order from: 

FRANCISCAN FRIARS OF THE ATONEMENT 

Mount of the Atonement Graymoor, Garrison, N. Y. 




















Out of the Mists 


HE sincerity of the convert is 
by often questioned. Often, 

indeed, the convert himself 
must pause and examine his sin- 
erity. For, human frailty being 
what it is, we are guided more often 
by the “heart” than the “head,” 
and, whether it be in the field of 
religion, politics, or our estimation 
of another human being, we are 
always liable to be swept away on 
the dangerous tide of emotion. 

It is probably for this reason, 
more than any other, that the 
Roman Catholic Church does not 
seek to attract converts by the color- 
ful evangelism which is practised 
by other Christian bodies. For the 
benefit of the non-Catholic reader, 
I should state that before a would- 
be convert can be accepted by the 
Church he must submit himself to 
a long course of instruction in the 


several hundred articles of a printed 
Catechism designed primarily for 
the religious instruction of Roman 


Catholic infants. If he is grown-up, 
educated, and already well versed 
in the general principles of Chris- 
tian belief—an Anglican, for ex- 
ample—there will be times during 
his instruction when he becomes 
impatient at having to re-learn so 
much of what he knows, or fancies 
he knows, already. Yet, let the 
would-be convert be even an exalted 
archbishop of the Church of Eng- 
land, there is no escaping this long 
unemotional preparation. Not until 
the priest who prepares him can 
certify that his pupil has studied 
those several hundred articles of 
the Catechism one by one, that he 
apparently understands them and 
that he accepts them in their en- 
tirety, is the Church willing to ac- 
ept the new convert. Even then, 
although I doubt that any emo- 
tional impulse could survive such a 
gruelling course, the Church is still 
very anxious for the perfect sin- 
erity of the newcomer. Some 
weeks or more before his formal 





Editor’s Note: 


The Catholic as well as non- 
Catholic reader will find in this 
article by an anonymous convert, 
F. A. E., much that will be infor- 
mative and helpful to a real under- 
standing of the subject of con- 
We are indebted to The 
Catholic Truth Society of England 
for the privilege of reprinting it 
here. 


versions. 











reception he is handed a booklet 
containing the full text of what is 
to be uttered at the actual ceremony 
of his conversion. The final pro- 
fession of Faith which he will then 
have to make runs as follows: 
“With a sincere heart, therefore, 
and with unfeigned faith, I detest 
and abjure every error, heresy and 
sect opposed to the said Catholic, 
Apostolic and Roman Church.” 
After all the undramatic school- 
ing that has preceded it, the latter 
is a strong test for any man who 
may have been carried away merely 
by an impulse. In my own case 
there was a further test; some will 
say a rather vulgar test... . For 
many years I had lived a life of 
self-indulgence. Chuckling at my 
own expense I now reminded the 
new convert that his acceptance of 
Catholicism entailed saying fare- 
well to some of the creature com- 
forts. For instance, I who had loved 
the luxury of my bed on a Sunday 


have to forgo that pleasure 
On a 
number of Sundays, and regardless 
of the weather, I would have to go 
out before breakfast to receive the 
Blessed ¢ All of which 

“damping” to anyone but 
the sincerest convert; and, although 
I do not wish to mock evangelism 
and its over-night ‘“‘converts,” I 
think I have proved this: that the 
man who eventually is accepted by 
the Church has sufficiently demon- 


lite, 


and go regularly to Mass. 


is very 


strated his sincerity; moreover, that 
his statement of why he chose that 
course is worth a brief hearing. 
Therefore, assured that my sin- 
cerity will not be contested, I dedi- 
cate these lines to those who may 
be pausing, as once I paused, on 
the threshold of understanding and 
happiness. I dedicate it also to that 
greater majority who, by the acci- 
dent of birth, have been Catholics 
always. I do not wish to offend 
them by this utterance; but we—the 
converts who have reached Catho- 
licism very much per ardua ad 
astra— are perhaps more sharply 
aware than they of the beauties of 
their Faith, because we have known 
the mists which have obscured our 
own blind groping for those 
beauties. My mention of those 
who have always been Catholics 
means only this: they are fortunate 
to have grown up with the true 
Faith. May they never cease to 
acknowledge their good fortune. 


My Reticious UPBRINGING 


Just over forty years ago I was 
put to school. My school was a 
Church of England school, and 
scriptural instruction formed the 
first and chief lesson of the day. 
Excepting a fortnightly visit from 
the Vicar of the adjoining parish 
church, that instruction was im- 
parted by non-ordained teachers, 
who, regardless of their private reli- 
gious beliefs or entire lack of 
beliefs, had to voice the Anglican 
creed in obedience to their su- 
periors. Accordingly, those of us 
our “faith” from the 
unfortunate man who happened to 
tongue in his cheek be- 
came more distinguished by our 
knowledge of scriptural “history” 
than our appreciation of Christian 
beauty. Thus, when I reached the 
age of twelve, I could boast with 
certainty that I would carry off a 
prize for Scripture; yet so little 
religious conviction had I acquired 


who received 


have his 
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that Good Friday and Easter meant 
little more to me than a welcome 
break from the tedium of school. 

It is not to be wondered, there- 
fore, that when I left this school 
and continued my education else- 
where, most of the Anglican influ- 
ences remained behind me. From 
that day onwards I entered a church 
rarely. True, I did not scoff at 
what I had learned..: I still believed 
in a God, in Jesus Christ, in some 
sort of Hereafter. But there was no 
particular gladness in my belief; no 
particular desire to apply what I 
believed to the ordinary doings of 
my daily life. If occasionally I 
prayed, it was only because I was 
in trouble or wanted something. 
Gratitude or worship never entered 
into my prayers. 


FAcING THE WorLD 


I was growing up at a time when 
much of the world’s belief, knowl- 
edge, and experience was in the 
melting pot. Science had accom- 
plished more in a single decade of 
the early twentieth century than in 
the many centuries of its previous 
history. Every month was reveal- 
ing a new marvel in man’s conquest 
of matter or the elements. So 
swiftly did one marvel overtake 
another that its predecessor was 
soon a commonplace. Obviously a 
man could not contemplate these 
triumphs without a growing conceit 
both in his age and in himself. The 
simple unscientific past was de- 
spised; if not despised, very 
critically examined. There was no 
more critical examination than that 
which many a man gave to the reli- 
gion of his fathers. 

In this he rarely failed to quote 
the new “truths” of science. One 
scientist had “proved” that the 
story of the Garden of Eden was 
no more than a pretty legend. An- 
other had “proved” that the years 
of Methusaleh were a fiction. If 
the Bible could be false in any one 
such detail, why should the rest of 
it be necessarily true, was there- 
fore the argument. Of course, there 
was still very probably a God; 
undoubtedly Jesus Christ had lived 


and died; undoubtedly His was a 
very fine philosophy. But, a literal 
acceptance of the Gospel? Well, 
wasn’t it rather a tall order? 
That doubt not only infected the 
ordinary man. In all branches of 
Christianity, save that of the 
Roman Catholic Church, it infected 
clergy and ofttimes prelates. The 
churches which had the best “at- 
tendances” were those in which 
spectacularly their clergy exploited 
or at least sympathized with that 
doubt. If religion were to continue 
to attract a man, obviously it must 
modernize itself sufficiently to ap- 
peal to his common sense, was their 
defence of such theatricality... . 
How very slippery was that slope! 
So slippery was it that one might 
listen to twenty different clergy be- 
longing to the same denomination 
of Protestantism and hear the Gos- 
pel interpreted in twenty different 
ways! The only thing on which 
they appeared to agree was their 
anxiety that religious observance 
should be made ‘‘comfortable” for 
a man. Christianity must not offend 
the enlightened age to which he 
belonged; it must not scare him, 
nor appal him. If he scoffed or 
trembled at the idea of “Hell’s 
fires,” then let him cherish some 
more palatable idea of purgatory; 
one less offensive to his suscepti- 
bilities or his intelligence. In short, 
while he was prepared to be a 
“reasonably good Christian,” why 
spoil his peace of mind by asking 
him for too much? ...I hate to re- 
mind them of it, but some of these 
men who then preached “easy” 
Christianity have since come bit- 
terly to regret it. Among their 
number are those who, only a few 
years later, were complaining in the 
Press that, although everything 
possible had been done to make 
religion increasingly ‘“‘attractive,’ 
the churches were fighting a losing 
battle with the cinemas. Roman 
Catholics who went both to their 
churches and their cinemas must 
have been puzzled by this. 
However, I have wandered from 
my own reactions to those times. 
And my reactions were not unusual. 
If there was so much doubt and 
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dissension among Protestants con- 
cerning their own faith, why not 
look for a better faith? I asked 
myself. 

I began to look about me for a 
more convincing religion; a religion 
whose foundation was rock, and not 
the shifting sands of disunion; a 
religion that firmly would support 
a man in his greatest spiritual emer- 
gency. Yet let me confess it; 
Roman Catholicism was the one 
faith on which I decided not to 
waste my time. 

Do not blame me for this. No 
youngster who has been brought up 
in the Church of England can 
escape becoming eventually con- 
vinced that the Roman Church is 
debased, superstitious, and on oc- 
casions corrupt. The fact that Rome 
has had bad Popes as well as good 
is offered to the tender child mind 
by the Anglicans as sufficient evi- 
dence that Christ had never in- 
tended a mortal man to be inspired 
Head of this Church. The fact 
that a Roman Catholic prays to the 
Mother of God and the Saints is 
an instance of superstitious idolatry. 
Finally, to complete the prejudice 
which the Anglicans had instilled 
in me, I had surreptitiously read, 
like most other youths of those 
days, one of those sensational 
“revelations” of low life in nun- 
neries which the average book- 
seller prefers not to sell. True, 
the latter did not in itself convince 
me; nevertheless, it helped no 
doubt to set a seal on my prejudice. 
Roman Catholicism was just an- 
other easy-going “suit - yourself” 
brand of Christianity, I told myself. 

I have said that I began to look 
about for a new religion. This does 
not mean that I was in any par- 
ticular hurry. Like most youthful 
agnostics, I was somewhat proud 
of my agnosticism; and very shortly 
afterwards, to sharpen my amateur- 
ish doubts of God and His good, 
there came the World War of 1914 
in which seemingly the more inno- 
cent sections of humanity were con- 
spicuously the sufferers while the 
rascals went scot-free. And again, 
the Church of England—now very 
much the State Church!—was suit- 
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‘ itself to the occasion. 
orically, the more militant of its 
rgy were brandishing in the pul- 


pit a fiery sword. A man who put 


khaki went “crusading with 
They neglected to consider that a 
who fought for the enemy 
might also believe in Christ. 


However, in my own agnos- 


hoy 


Meta- 


selling novels published in those 
days owed their success entirely to 
their merits as literature; without 
the additional spice of a “sex 
situation” the majority of them 
would have failed. There was 
rather more undress on the stage 
itself than in the theatre dressing- 
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when I went to live in a London 
hotel staffed mainly by Roman 
Catholic girls. It was easy to 
distinguish them from the non- 
Catholics by their contentment with 
the humble and often unpleasant 
tasks which they had to perform. 
On Sunday mornings, Mona, my 
chambermaid, was even more 
cheerful than on other days. 





tic way, I went to war also. 
I didn’t invoke Christ; I 
merely said that, whoever 
was responsible for the war, 
my country was in trouble 
and that, blood being thicker 
than water, I wanted to stand 
by my country. Eventually I 
was wounded, and during the 
two and a half years which 
I spent in the hospital I had 
leisure to take an occasional 
nibble at the study of com- 
parative theology. In a cas- 
ual way, I covered a fairly 
wide field, particularly in the 
modern religions which aim 
at providing a short-cut to 
spiritual comfort. Many of 





Incense 


The angels met to worship at the Throne. 


The heavenly choirs were waiting in their place. 


The radiant glory of the Presence shone; 
Reflected like the dawn on every face. 


All eyes were turned upon the altar bright. 
A thrill of expectation stirred the throng. 
A subtle glory trembled in the light. 

A silence stirred the spirit like a song. 


A sense of waiting filled the holy place, 
Waiting that seeks, but does not fail to find. 


A drifting fragrance rose and filled the space, 


The incense of the prayers of humankind. 
—Clarence Ednin Flynn. 


I learned eventually that it 
was because she had at- 
tended Mass; and, in her 
case, it entailed getting up 
quite early in order to be 
back at her duties after 
eight o’clock. She went to 
Mass in all weathers. There 
was none of the non-Catholic 
“comfort” in Mona’s idea of 
Religion. 

I had met also a man who 
was a good athlete, a fine 
companion, and to use a 
club expression, typically a 
man’s man. Among people 
who scoff at church-going it 
is a common expression that 








them were attractive, flatter- 
scientifically plausible, 
but they all failed in one respect. 
Each one of them left a man too 
free to “understand” God from his 
own private viewpoint; each one 
was willing that a man’s worship 
of God should not interfere unduly 
with his physical or mental com- 
fort. Not one of them required 
a man to exercise any particular 
self-discipline or self-sacrifice. In 
short, they left a man not so much 
with a faith in God as a dangerous 
faith in himself! 

I fancy that I do not need to 
state that thereafter my agnosticism 
became more pronounced. Nor do I 
need to mention the effect of this 
on my mode of living. I had reached 
manhood in those post-war days 
when, even among the humblest 
sections of society, the previously 
accepted standards of morality 
were rapidly crumbling. That social 
disintegration was hastened by the 
freedom of expression which was 
increasingly permitted on the stage 
and in popular literature. Few best- 


room! Not for several English 
centuries had moral weakness and 
social nastiness been served up so 
thoroughly as the main dish of 
public entertainment. I do not pro- 
pose cataloguing my various sins; 
but in those days when personal 
morality was (by implication at 
least) scoffed at as “old-fashioned,” 
I was no less “modern” than the 
next man. 


My ApproacH TO THE TRUTH 


Although it did not have any im- 
mediate effect on me, there was one 
thing which impressed me, how- 
ever. Whenever I met a Roman 
Catholic I was soon aware that he 
was. different from the rest of 
people. The changing times did not 
seem to have affected him, either 
in his mental outlook or his be- 
havior. Moreover, he seemed hap- 
pier than most people—happier in 
the quiet contented way which 
reflects true happiness. 

There was a time, for instance, 


a fellow who is a Christian 
must obviously be namby- 
pamby and lacking in manli- 
ness. This man was very much 
the reverse. He was as hearty 
and breezy as he was strong and 
big-fisted. Yet one morning he 
surprised me. In the middle of a 
fairly important piece of work on 
which we were engaged, he excused 
himself. “I must slip out to 
church!” he said. “It’s a holyday 
of obligation.” He said it frankly, 
proudly. When he returned, I had 
to question him. I applauded his 
loyalty to his Faith, I said, but was 
his attendance at church absolutely 
necessary? Could he not perform 
his religious duties just as easily 
in his own mind? His reply made 
me think. ... “There aren’t any 
half-measures in being a R. C. One 
either accepts the discipline of the 
Church unquestionably or ceases in 
effect to be a member of the 
Church.” ... Discipline! I did not 
entirely realize it then, but he had 
shown me why the Church endures. 
Discipline; the calm, total obedi- 
ence to what Christ and His Church 
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commands. Unhappiness and doubt 
did not afflict Christians until they 
first permitted themselves to ques- 
tion that discipline! 


There came a day, not much more 
than two years ago, when my grow- 
ing curiosity concerning the secret 
of the average Roman Catholic’s 
happiness made me accept a 
woman’s invitation to go to High 
Mass with her. As a non-Catholic, 
I was naturally puzzled by the 
unfamiliar structure of the Mass, 
but I noted that, although there 
were at least five other Roman 
Catholic churches in that same Eng- 
lish city, the church was packed; 
people who had failed to get seats 
were kneeling on the hard floor. Re- 
calling the Anglican complaint of 
“empty churches,” I was even more 
anxious to discover the Roman 
Catholic’s happy secret. I went to 
Mass again. 

I had not yet felt any urge to be- 
come a Roman Catholic, but my 
Sunday visits to this particular 
church continued. I was now suf- 
ficiently interested to follow each 
Mass in a missal. Often it occurred 
to me that probably I had no right 
to be joining Roman Catholics in 
their most solemn devotion, but I 
was enjoying that experience. On 
leaving the church I had the new 
sensation of being “protected.’’ 
That sensation lingered quite a long 
time. It was not long afterwards 
that I found myself entering this 
church at odd times during the 
week. Usually it would be in the 
morning on my way to work. I 
was never alone in that building. 
Other people would pay it a briet 
visit. Which made me think with 
some amusement of the surprise 
which this would cause among cer- 
tain denominations of non-Catho- 
lics. Quite a number of Noncon- 
formist chapels remain locked up 
for most of the week, I believe. Ii 
hope I give no offence to devou: 
Nonconformists, but to open a 
church on one day of the week only 
seems rather like saying that, dur- 
ing the rest of the week, religion 
doesn’t matter! 


One morning, as I was coming 
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away from my ten minutes’ medita- 
tion in this particular church, I had 
to seek shelter in its porch because 
of a sudden shower. I was joined 
eventually by a Jesuit father—a 
convert himself from the Anglican 
faith, I later discovered. He had 
shaken the rain from his umbrella 
and was offering it to me.... “I’ve 
another!” he answered my protests. 
“Return it when the sun shines.” 
I did. At the same time, in writing 
a note of thanks, I apologized for 
the fact that I had been a “tres- 
passer” in his church. But, I added, 
I had wanted to know more about 
the happy Faith which can draw 
people into a church at any and 
every hour of the day. He replied. 
Eventually, but without any obliga- 
tion on my part, we arranged to 
have a weekly chat together. 


CONVERSION AND AFTERWARDS 


About nine months later I was 
formally received into the Church. 
I will not burden the reader with 
an account of the many and satisfy- 
ing spiritual experiences which 
have befallen me as a result of that 
happening; but I must say this: 
there are good reasons for that hap- 
piness which I had long ago 
detected in the average Roman 
Catholic; very good reasons indeed. 
And most of them, if not all of 
them, spring from his complete ac- 
ceptance of the teachings of the 
Church; his unquestioning obedi- 
ence to its commands. Which 
brings me back to the many pro- 
fessing Christians, clergy and laity, 
alike, who fail to find complete 
happiness. What are their reasons? 
Yet surely there can be only one 
reason ... the stupidity and vanity 
of a man’s believing that he is free 
to interpret Christ’s commands in 
whatever manner pleases him. To 
x9rove how ridiculous is such a 
yelief, one need only reflect on this: 
that Christ gave His 


commands, 


not to humanity as a whole, but 
only to those chosen few who, with 
St. Peter as its first Head, were to 
found His Church. Moreover, that 
even to those chosen few who, after 
His Resurrection, must have hung 
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His word, He still 
ted not to make everything 
ir. They, His Church, were to 

iit for the signs which, in His own 
od time, He would give them. 
ollows therefore that where, in 
mysterious wisdom, He has 
liberately withheld certain things 
rom mortal understanding, the men 
vho now, in a score of different 
ways, profess to take the veil from 
ese things are not His friends, but 
inwittingly His enemies; for, by 
ieir efforts to improve on what He 
taught His Church they are respon- 
ible for the very disunity and 
onsequent unhappiness against 
which He warned us. 


every 


In the true Church, by contrast, 
there is no unhappiness and dis- 
unity. This is solely because, with 
nothing added nor taken away, it 
accepts Christ’s commands as He 
gave them. We Catholics all know, 
of course, that the literal acceptance 
of those commands is increasingly 
challenged by the science of our 
Age. Yet it leaves us unmoved. 
The modern non-Catholic church- 
man who is prepared, on the so- 
alled superior evidence of science, 
to surrender even the smallest frag- 
ment of the original Christian 
belief, should remember that science 

no more than a mortal beholder’s 
appreciation of the wonders of God. 
It science and God do not ap- 
parently agree, then very obviously 
the opposition cannot possibly be 
real. If we have a little patience, 
we shall find very soon that the 
misunderstanding is cleared up. 
God does not change; neither does 
He err. 

So, in the Roman Catholic Church 
we are happy because, regardless 
of the ephemeral “wisdom” and 
ounter-influences of our immediate 
age, we persist in clinging to the one 
original Faith. And, in contrast to 
those who have broken away from 
us, we are a large family—some- 
what larger than those families who 
owe their origin to the rebellion of 
in overmarried king or the emotion- 
alism of those who would condemn 
i truth because here and there it 
has been exploited by a knave. 


Have you, the non-Catholic, ever 
reflected on it? We are distributed 
the world over; moreover, we are a 
force so united that even the inci- 
dence of a world war has not spirit- 
ually dispersed us. In the unassail- 
able neutrality of the Vatican, the 
piritual successor of St. Peter 
prays equally for the peace and 
happiness of all nations. Because 
that prayer knows no barriers of 
race or geography or politics, it will 
undoubtedly be answered, and to 
the full. 


CONCLUSION 


No doubt my Protestant friends 
will want to know more of my 
present attitude to the various ques- 
tions on which Protestants and 
Catholics consistently disagree. For 
instance, by what logic do I, a 
former Anglican, now accept the 
divine authority of the Pope? they 
will ask. Or for what reason do I 
consider it a common-sense act to 
pray to the Mother of God or to the 
Saints? I imagine that I could 
answer them fairly convincingly, 
yet at the same time I should be 
guilty of contributing to that very 
disunity in Christian belief which I 
have condemned. For it is largely 
well-meaning ‘‘amateurs” 
are usurping the functions of the 
priesthood, especially in the realms 
of journalism, that there is so much 
confusion in the minds of the genu- 
ine seeker after truth. 


because 


Therefore to those who would 
have me debate the “logic” of my 
conversion, I will answer; Go, as I 
did, not to the student, but to the 
teacher! And the teacher is not 
hard of access. The serious-minded 
man who asked a Roman Catholic 
priest to spare him an hour weekly 
to discuss the Church’s answer to 
those questions would not be 
refused. Nor would there be any 
danger of a priest’s wanting to make 
a convert of him if, even in the 
smallest detail, he remained un- 
convinced. 

Finally, there is this; all Roman 
Catholic priests the world over 
speak with the same voice. 
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